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ON THE EDGE OF THE STORM. 




CHAPTER L 

AT THE GHUBOH DOOB* 

LOCAL fete had gathered together a toler- 
ably large congregation in the httle old 
church of Ibarraye, though, in this year of 
1789, the external acts of religion were al- 
most abandoned to the peasants, so general was the 
spread of irreligion, or to royalists who identified the 
causes of the church and the king, and appeared 
at mass on every possible occasion. Old habit had, 
however, on this day brought many tradespeople and 
notables from the neighbouring town, as well as pea- 
sants from the valley and the mountains. Mass was 
just over ; the cure had given a short prdne, in which 
he had warned his audience against the errors of the 
day and the works of Voltaire and Eousseau, which, he 
had reason to believe, were constantly smuggled into the 
parish. A few persons at once left ihe church as the 
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2 ON THE EDGE OF THE STOKM. 

service concluded, and passing through a low side door- 
way, took their way towards the little town, outside of 
whose walls the church was built. They seemed to be- 
long exclusively to the lower orders, and their blue eyes, 
pale complexions, and timid air at once marked them as 
of a different race to the bronzed and lively Beamais 
amongst whom they dwelt. They hurried on, as if anx- 
ious to get out of sight, and disappeared into a little, 
dark, winding street, known as the Hue des Cagots. 
No one ever entered it but those to whom it was ap- 
propriated — a sad and unenviable privilege. 

Meanwhile, a murmur, low at first, but gathering 
strength, became audible vdthin the church. Instead of 
a procession appearing, tapers in hand, in honor of the 
fete, the great door remained fast shut, although it was 
shaken violently from within, and voices, at first sup- 
pressed out of respect for the sanctity of the place, be- 
gan to rise into confused and irritated exclamations. 
After a time, an old shepherd in a loose great coat, and 
with a sunburnt furrowed face, who had come from the 
mountains to celebrate the fete, appeared at the little 
side door ; the rest of the congregation followed after, 
but on every countenance was a look of dismay and dis- 
gust; every one made the sign of the cross with unusual 
fervour on coming out, but without touching the holy 
water, and a child who dipped his httle fingers into the 
benitier was soundly cuffed by his grandmother. In- 
stead of going their several ways, men, women, and 
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AT THE CHUBCH DOOB. O 

children pressed round the door so mysteriously fas- 
tened with an increasing buzz of wonder, while the cure' 
an abbe from the town who had been assisting him, the 
echeyins, the syndic himself, in pigtail and powder, and 
even the great people of the place, the Comtesse de Les- 
trelle, her daughter, and the Marquis de St. Xist» who 
had accompanied them to mass that morning, gathered 
round the deep porch, conjecturing and wondering like 
the resi The cure bent to examine the lock with a 
stem and anxious face, and amid the general discussion 
as to who had perpetrated this insulting jest, and obliged 
the whole honourable congregation to issue forth by the 
humble doorway, which belonged exdusiyely to a race 
despised and abhorred by the Beamais time out of 
mind, the words ''Cagot, cagot," became more and 
more distinct and menacing. Angry looks were cast 
towards the town ; some one among the crowd shook 
his fist and cried, " Down with the leprous dogs 1" The 
popular feeling only waited for an object on which to 
wreak itsell 

At this unhappy moment a young girl glided timidly 
out of the church, looking round her with terrified eyes. 
She had lingered behind when her people went out, 
and now evidently wanted to slip away unnoticed. 
That moment of hesitation had like to have cost her 
dear. The crowd perceived her, and the sight of her 
seemed to set the flame of their wrath ablaze. " The 
eagote ! the cagote I" shouted twenty voices. " She has 
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4 ON THE EDQE OF THE STOBM. 

stayed to see good Catholies defiled by passing through 
her accursed doorway! Let her tell who played this 
fiend's trick — seize her I seize her I let her confess, let 
her " — " Let her die, the cagote witch I" shouted a voice 
above all the rest, and this cry was taken up by the in- 
flammable Southerns. 

"Yes, yes, bum her, hang her, the accursed witch — 
the excommunicated cagote I" 

The poor girl had advanced a few steps and found her- 
self facing a threatening crowd, shrieking and gesticu- 
lating with true Southern vehemence, all roused by an 
insult which appealed to the traditioual feelings of ha- 
tred and contempt which had existsd in Ibarraye for 
centuries. Turn where she would, she met only dark 
and angry looks from old and young, and merciless 
taimts, though no one touched her ; on the contrary, 
they all recoiled with shuddering disgust as she came 
forward, shrinking, ti-embling, with hands clasped on 
her breast, where the poor little heart was beating 
wildly. The abbe had spoken a word or two in her be- 
half, but finding himself unheeded, shrugged his shoul- 
ders and went back into the porch, where M. Bergerat 
the cure and some notables of the town still stood in 
consultation, unmoved by the scene, indifferent to the 
girl's piteous terror, and the real danger that insults 
might end in violence. The only person who actively 
interfered was a little fat bourgeois, and his bustling 
efforts to appease the crowd only produced angry laugh- 
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AT TEE CHUBCH DOOB. 6 

ter. Madame de Lestrelle had advanced to the month 
of the porch, and was adjuring her yonng daughter to 
come away, but Marcelle was looking on with increas- 
ing excitement, having vainly appealed to the cure to in- 
terpose. She turned to the marquis by her side, who 
was regarding the scene with cool amusment, but catch- 
ing the look on his face checked the words on her Hps 
with a gesture of contempt and indignation unnoticed 
by him. 

The cagote girl glanced round with the terror of a 
caged bird that sees the cat about to strike it ; then 
suddenly with a bound she fled away, pursued by a long 
shout of hate and menace. The man in livery who had 
shouted first, ''Let her die I" caught up a stone and 
flung it, and either it struck her or her foot sHpped, for 
she fell to the ground and lay quite stilL Mme. de Les- 
trelle uttered a cry, several of the girl's persecutors 
rushed forward, yelling with triumph, but Marcelle was 
swifter than they ; she darted from her mother's side, 
and kneeling by the prostrate girl lifted her head and 
put her arms round her, while she looked with cahn and 
boundless contempt at the crowd suddenly arrested by 
her action ? 

" Whoever touches this child answers for it to my fa- 
ther," she said, without raising her voice, but its clear 
ringing tones were audible to every one. " Jean Le- 
brun, you are no longer in our service." 

" Very good, madame ; I was thinking of dismissing 
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6 ON THE EDGE OP THE STOBM. 

M. le Comte myself," answered the lacquey, with inso- 
lent coolness, looking round for applause : but though 
the air was full of the electric thrill of revolution, the 
new ideas had hardly yet taken root in the remote dis- 
trict of Ibarraye, and artisans and peasants were alike 
api)alled by such insolence to the daughter of their sei- 
gneur. It entirely diverted their thoughts for the mo- 
ment from the mystery of the locked door, and the con- 
sternation at seeing Marcelle touch and caress one of a 
race whom their obstinate prejudices held as lepers 
seemed to amaze them into silence. She looked up 
again from the faintiog girl without seeming to have 
heard Lebrun's insolent answer, which, luckily for him, 
had been spoken before the Marquis de St. Xist came 
up. " Messieurs and Mesdames," she said, " there is 
nothing more to do at this moment : indeed I think 
that too much has been done already. Monsieur," she 
added, noticing that a stranger with a slightly foreign 
air had just joined the group, and was looking on in 
wonder, " may I ask you to beg M. le Cure yonder in 
the porch to come here ?" 

He obeyed at once, while M. de St. Xist said in a low 
reproachful voice, "Ah, madame I am I not here ?" 

" There has been nothing to remind me of it, monsieur, 
said MarceUe, with a look of disdain, and every one 
stood round expectant and subdued ; the sudden fire 
seemed to have burned out as hastily as it flared up ; 
all eyes were fixed upon Marcelle kneeling on the 
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AT THE CHUROH DOOB. 7 

ground, in her white dress, with the cross and ribbon 
which marked her as a C£uioness of the noble order of 
Alix on her breast, her arms still clasped around the 
girl, whose red capulet concealed the fair head pressed 
against Marcelle's shoulder. Mme. de Lestrelle had ad- 
vanced a little, fluttered and excited, but nhn'TiTring ^th 
aristocratic fastidiousness from the low-bom crowd. 

A strange and picturesque crowd it was ; citizens 
from the neighbouring town mingled with country-peo- 
ple, men in long great coats, with grave furrowed faces, 
and fierce suspicious looks, contrasting strongly with 
the townsfolk ; old women wrapped in white woollen 
capes, out of which looked their dark faces, and sunken, 
gleaming eyes ; girls wearing the bright costume of the 
district, young men in flat berrets and red sashes ; yet 
though the fete day had brought out the best dresses, 
there was a look of poverty and want very marked 
amongst all the peasants. Although silence now reigned, 
every face wore a look of wonder and disappioval, 
but Marcelle de Fayolles either disregarded or was un- 
conscious of it ; t^e terror which had as it were fascin- 
ated her at first, had given place to solicitude for her 
protegee : she thought of nothing else. 

The cure jslowly returned with the stranger ; he 
looked at Marcelle with displeasure, which brought a 
flush to her white cheek, but she raised her eyes to his, 
and said, gently and clearly, " M. le Cure, kindly tell 
these good people whether you believe this poor child 
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is guilty of the trick just played us. Is it not rather 
poor PierroiL, the idiot, whom I saw lurkiDgiii the wood 
as you came out of the presbytere T 

M. Bergerat reddened. Carried away by his preju- 
dices, he had at once attributed the misdeed to the 
cagots, forgetting this probable explanation. 

" It may be so," he replied ; " but this girl's brother 
is absent as usual from mass, and he " 

" Oh, no, no 1" murmured the cagote, lifting her k^ad 
for an instant. 

"Bemadou Ghrestiaal" said Maroelle, scornfully — 
" Bemadou Ohrestiaa is as likely to play such a trick as 
M. deSiXistr 

"Thanks for the comparison, madameT' muttered 
the marquis, with a bow. 

" Madame," interrupted the stranger, eagerly, " as I 
passed by, half an hour ago, I saw a poor ragged lad, 
with a wreath of flowers round his hat, leaping and 
clapping his hands, while he pointed to the great door 
— a dark, swarthy, stooping fellow — an idiot, I ima- 
gine." 

"He. knew no better," said Marcelle ; "we all need 
that excuse, do W6 not, my friends? Adieu; leave 
Pierrou to M. le Cure ; he wiU see that justice is done. " 

" The cure reddened again, though the words had no 
intentional malice in them. 

The crowd began to melt away, discussing what had 
happened, by no means inclined to admit the innocence 
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AT THE CHUBOH DOOB. 9 

of the cagots, and censoring the condoct of their pro- 
tectress in terms that grew more tmmeasored the farther 
out of hearing they went. Marcelle, regardless of the 
raillery of M. de Si Xist and the half-uttered remon- 
strances of her mother, continued to speak soothingly 
to the girl, who raised herself up with anxious looks 
that beamed with loving gratitude, as she turned her 
blue eyes to her protectress, murmuring, " The Holy 
YJETgi^ bless all who are deax to you I" The cure stood 
by gWmy, while the stranger exclaimed, ''Parbleul 
are the Iroquois here ? While I stood on the top of 
yonder hill, it seemed to me as if a pack of prairie 
wolves were hunting a poor little &wn I What had the 
child done?" 

"Her race are cursed from generation to gener- 
ation," answered the cure ; " they are lepers and here- 
tics, and every good Catholic must abhor them." 

" In deference to your opinion I refrained from inter- 
fering, M. le Cure," said the marquis, with scornful 
courtcEfy. 

" It is not my other's," said Marcelle. 

" No, no ; M. le Cure knows my husband's views, and 
he cannot take it ill that wj daughter acted as M. de 
Lestrelle would approve," said Mme. de Lestrelle, vnth 
conciliatory grace. 

" Ah, I begin to remember ; the cagots have tails, or 
had when I was young, like the Jews — ^long tails, as a 
sign that Heaven for some reason or another disap- 
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10 ON THE EDQB OF THE 8T0BM. 

proved of them/' said the siranger, carelessly. ''It 
would be well to pass an edict that these tails should be 
suppressed, since reforms are in hand." 

"It would worthily occupy the States-General," said 
M. de Si Xist. 

" Monsieur," said the cure, knitting his brow, " if you 
know anything about them, you know that they always 
were, and always will be, cagots ; and only in times 
like these," he added, with a glance at MarceUe — "only 
in unhappy times like these, could Catholics be found 
who dare, in defiance of Scripture, to protect them. 
My daughter," he added, approaching her, as she bade 
a kind farewell to her protegee, "whatever charity 
you may have shown to-day is more than counterbal- 
anced by the encouragement that you have given to 
these cagots, and your disobedience to me." 

"I imagine that madame is not obliged to render any 
one but her parents an account of her actions," said M. 
de St Xist, haughtily ; and the stranger, too, set up 
his eyebrowEf, evidently expecting Marcelle to resent 
this public rebuke ; but she only looked down silently 
and sorrowfully : it was her mother who interposed 
with gracious, conciliating words, which were as much 
wasted on the cure as the remark of the marquis ; 
and he walked away unmollified. Mme. de Lestrelle 
gave way to a burst of laughter as silvery and joyous 
as a little child's. "Adieu, M. le Marquis," said she ; 
"your complaisance in escorting us to mass has given 
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AT THE CHUBGH DOOB. 11 

yon a part to play in an nneipected drama! Tell Mmo. 
la Marquise that we have the honour of accepting her 
invitation." 

" I fear that Mme. de FayoUes does not consider that 
I played my part weUT said M. de St Xist, looking at 
Marcelle. 

''It was not a difficult one, as yon rendered it» mon- 
sieur," she answered, as she followed her mother, with 
the marquis at her side, towards the large blue &unily 
coach, with the Lestrelle arms upon it, which stood wait- 
ing at a little distance, drawn by two venerable horses ; 
an equally venerable coachman, powdered to his very 
eyebrow^ sat upon the box, serenely conscious of the 
admiration of a little group, who, as usual, had lingered 
to see the great sight of Madame de LestreUe and her 
daughter driving off. They came, escorted by the masr 
quis, hat in hand, and followed by two lacqueys ; one 
of whom bore the large red umbrella, to shelter his 
mistress, which had been carried in the morning by the 
delinquent Jean Lebnm, who had now disappeared. 
Monsieur de St. Xist made his adieu ; the ladies got 
into their carriage ; the coachman cried " Houp I Gar- 
gantua I Houp I Pantagruel 1" and his steeds answered 
the appeal, and moved deliberately away. 

As long as the carriage was in sight, the stranger 
stood looking after it. "She has not altered 1" he 
said to himself. "Always as charming, as bewitching! 
And that was her daughter! I had never realized her 
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12 ON THE EDGE OF THE STOBM. 

existence, often as M. de Chamfort has spoken of her ; 
or rather, only as a little child. It was not likely I 
should be remembered." 

His eyes turned to the path which the cagote girl had 
taken. Her scarlet hood and skirt was still visible un- 
der the fir treea With a sudden impulse he rose and 
followed her. 
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CHAPTER n. 



VALCBEUBE. 




(HE cagote girl sped along so fast that it was 
with difficulty the young man overtook her. 
He did not stop to ask himself why he fol- 
lowed her; perhaps he wanted to have a further 
explanation of the scene which he had witnessed, or 
perhaps he wished to ascertain why she took a different 
direction to the other cagots. He made a short cut 
across a field of maize, jumped a ditch, and reached her 
side just as she stooped to drink from a clear stream, 
which fell into a stone basin, filling it brimful, and es- 
caping again with a rippling murmur. The girl started 
back, joining her hands, and looking at him with terror 
almost as great as she had shown when threatened by 
the crowd, and although she must have known that he 
had taken her part, she stammered out, " Have pity on 
me I O monsieur! have pity I I was so thirsty. I 

know it is a crime, but " her voice foiled her. 

"It is I, my poor child. I shall not harm you. Oi 
what are you afraid ?'* 
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14 ON THE EDGE OF THE STORM. 

" Alas ! they would kill me outright if it were known 
I had drank from the spring. But jou will not tell any 
one, is it not so, monsieur?" she added, with a sudden 
glance of restored confidence, as if her senses began to 
return enough to perceive that this was not one of her 
tormentors. " It was you who fetched M. Bergerat." 

"What I are you afraid to touch water which eveiy 
wild bird may drink of?" 

" Oh, they say that our touch poisons it ; and in the 
town we have our own fountain, but I was dying of 
thirst, and the gave is still far o£" 

"You do not live in the town?" said the stranger, 
twisting a great leaf into a cup which he held out to her, 
filled with water. She looked at him with indescribable 
astonishment, quite forgetting her thirst for the moment. 

« You wiU not drink?" 

Her answer was to put her pretty mouth to the im- 
provised cup, and empty it at a draught ; then, as he 
was about to fiing the leaf away, she seized upon it. 

" I shall keep it — always I" she cried. " One who is 
not of our people has given me drink I Ah, what good 
it does me to know that I" 

"What is your name, my pretty one ?" asked her com- 
panion, touched by this innocent burst of pleasure. 

" Veronique," she answered, raising her eyes as blue 
as the flower whose name she bore. 

They walked on slowly, side by side, under the pine 
trees which cast a cool shade upon the road ; the stran- 
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ger asking questions in a dialect sofficientlj like her own 
to be understood by her, while she replied in her own 
patois. She seemed about sixteen years old ; elsewhere 
her white skin, her pretty features, and deep blue eyes, 
would have won her the reputation of beauty. It was 
far otherwise here. 

" Monsieur is a stranger T she asked, in her turn, look- 
ing up into the dark olive face, which had the traits of 
an inhabitant of Southern France ; while, however, there 
was something foreign about his air which she did not 
fail to note, and his voice had an unfamiliar accent. 

" Yes ; a stranger now. I was bom in Gascony, but 
I left France sixteen years ago." 

" Sixteen years — ^almost before I was bom. Monsieur 
must have been a boy then. I should think he was 
about thirty now," said Veronique, contemplating him 
with innocent gravity. " And where has monsieur 
been?" 

" In America." 

" America — ^I know not where that is — ^perhaps my 
brother will know. Is it a large town ?" 

"A country across the seas, where a great people live, 
who have conquered their Hberty at the sword's point," 
said the stranger, with a look and gesture that betrayed 
his keen interest in the matter. 

" Ah 1 And are there cagots like us there ?" 

" No, pretty one ; so white a skin as yours would be 
a brevet of nobility there — ^if we had such things," he 
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added with a laugh, perceiying that old impressions had 
for the moment revived so vividly as to make him forget 
those later learned. 

** Ah, monsieur I You are laughing at me. As to 
beauty, we cagots are bom disinherited. And now you 
have come back to ¥' 

" On business, my pretty maid ; business which partly 
concerns my best friend ; a man who never saw any one 
oppressed in his life, without striving to reheve him : his 
niece seems to take after him, by what I saw to-day." 

" His niece ? Is it then the uncle of our demoiselle ? 
Ah, monsieur, what an angel she is I I did not know 
there were such good Christians in the world. She is 
like her father, who is our friend, and the friend of all 
the pauvre monde," 

" There is some good sometimes in an aristocrat 
then 1" muttered the young man, half incredulously. 

" Monsieur? And M. de Lestrelle has written a book, 
Bernadou says, to try to get us our rights, and has sup- 
ported us when my people sent a petition to the Parlia- 
ment that we might receive the Sacrament like other 
CathoHcs, instead of having the wafer handed to us at 
the end of a stick ; and be buried like other people, in- 
stead of in a place apart, like Jews or heretics." 

" Is it any object to be buried amongst such CathoUcs 
as your neighbours seem to be ?" 

"Indeed, we are as good Catholics as any," said Ve- 
ronique, misunderstanding the ironical answer ; " and 
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M. le Cure knows it» though he hates us, and can- 
not forgive M. de Lestrelle for siding with us, and has 
accused Bemadou of playing that wicked trick this 
morning, though I am sure he did not beheye in his 
heart that Bemadou had any hand in it." 

" Do you then call it a wicked trick?" 

** Oh, assuredly, monsieur. It was unheard of for any 
but ourselves to pass through that door," she answered, 
with strange humility. 

"But why are you all thus outlawed? I recollect 
hearing, in my boyhood, some stupid tales about cagots, 
but where I was bom there were none." 

" I know not, monsieur. We are hated wherever we 
are, and we may follow but a few trades, and have no 
land nor cattle, but some of our men are such good 
carpenters that people employ us by preference, though 
we are cagota Bemadou — ^there is no workman like 
Bemadou, far or near — ^went for a time to some part of 
France where it seems they knew nothing about cagots, 
and studied his trade, and learnt to read and write — it 
it is true, though you will hardly believe it, I know, but 
he really can read and write as well as — as monsieur 
himself^ speaking with respect. And he might have 
grown rich if he could have stayed there." 

" Could he not have sent for you ?" 

" Oh, monsieur, he was bom here. He could not live 
away. And only think, what an honour, when the 
staircase — the carved staircase at ihe chateau — ^had to 
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be repaired, no one could do it but Bemadou ; and so 
M. le Comte saw him, and was very kind ; no one else 
thinks us anything but dirt, but he and his daugh- 
ter, Madame de Fajolles, are like angels from heaven, 
and as noble as gold." 

While she talked on, oyerflowing with childlike pleas- 
ure at the novel delight of being listened to with inter- 
est by this stranger, they turned a comer of the road 
and suddenly came into a valley, locked in the hills, so 
wild and lonely, that it seemed as if no hxunan foot ever 
entered it. The path had emerged from the dark and 
fragrant pine wood, and had followed for a time the 
shore of a little lake. Lakes are rare in the Pyrenees, 
but here was one, narrow and winding, so overshadowed 
by mountain walls, that its smooth unruffled surface 
lay dark even at noonday. No ray of sun ever seemed 
to glide upon the gloomy surface, and the dear green 
waves of the shallow stream, or gave, as it was called 
in the local dialect, which descended from the mountain, 
were swallowed up and lost in it. This gave came out of 
the vaUey which Veronique and her companion entered. 
Grander scenery assuredly the traveller must have 
seen in his American wanderings, yet he now stood still, 
wondering at its lonely desolation. It was so narrow 
that a stone slung from one side might have struck the 
rocks on the other, hardly more than a great cleft in the 
mountain, whose sides were clothed with sombre pines. 
There was a spot^ high aloft, where a tempest had shat- 
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tered and uprooted numbers, whose blasted and fallen 
trunks alone remained. Here and there gray rocks 
were seen throngh the forest, which higher up became 
thin and scattered, until bare rocks, with strangely 
flattened tops, rose above all into the very sky. A 
wreath or two of white doud seemed to have lost its way 
among the trees, and lingered about their branches, 
or rose and melted into the sky, whose blue was of a 
tint extraordinarily deep, when thus seen above the 
gloomy and the fantastic peak that crowned the range. 
At its further end the gave filtered down from such a 
height that it would have formed a cascade, had not its 
waters been lost among the wild boulders and masses 
of rock which encumbered the mountain side — rocks of 
the strangest colours, now grey and painted with yellow 
moss ; now red, but mostly like nothing but barked and 
decaying wood. ^'Here and there the torrent leaped and 
foamed over them, only to disappear again, and re-appear 
further down in another wild leap, which dashed its 
green wavelets into foam, so that its beryl colour was 
only visible when at the bottom of the ravine the waters 
gathered and flowed towards the lake, losing themselves, 
before they reached it, in marshy ground, blue with iris, 
and covered with a dense reed bed, wavering and bend- 
ing tmder wind which nothing else was conscious 
ot 

The solitude was oppressive, and the faint sound of 
fiUling waters, or occasional chirp of a bird seemed only 
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to make the silence more intense. As the stranger stood 
looking at the scene, while Veronique looked at him, 
wondering what had so absorbed his attention, he 
thought that surely giants of old must have piled this 
rocky staircase ; and then, suddenly perceiving that 
there was no human habitation within sight, he asked, 
" But is it here that you live ? Are you two alone in 
this wilderness?" 

"Yes," she answered, with visible hesitation, mjike 
her former confiding frankness ; and then added, "Mon- 
sieur cannot see our house, and Bemadou would, per- 
haps, be displeased if I showed him the way, and- yet 
how could he, when Monsieur is so kind, and knows the 
uncle of Mme. de TayoUes ? There is a way up — ^Ber- 
nadou built our house up in the wood ; such a nice 
house I there was only a hut in my father's time ; no 
one guesses how beautiful he has made it. The autho- 
rities disquieted us about leaving our quarter in the 
town, but M. de Lestrelle stood our friend, and this is 
his ground, so we live in peace. We used to live in the 
town, but my father had reasons for coming here." 
"And you Hved on here after his death ?" 
"Bemadou could not bear living among people who 
despised us so much that we could never stir out with- 
out hearing insulting words. Even the children mock 
us, and sing songs at us ; and in the very church one 
wiQ &.sten a sheep's tail to some old woman, and when 
she comes out, call that she has stolen a cagot's tail. I 
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do not care ; I should like to live with my people, but 
Bemadou, it makes him mad, and he oven refuses to go 
to mass, which is a great sin, monsieur, but what would 
you? I think he is wonderful to be so kind, so good ; 
it is hard to be good, when none think well of one I" 

" Poor child I you had better have stayed away your- 
self to-day." 

"Mais non! mais non! in that case I should never 
have known the goodness of Mme. de Fayolles, nor how 
kind you are, monsieur. Oh, I am so happy to be able 
to assure Bomadou that every one does not scorn us. 
You must know that we are as bats, monsieur, he and I, 
for otir own people cannot forgive our leaving them ; 
they say it is our pride, because we are better off than 
they ; and in truth Bemadou cannot bear to see their 
low ways since he went on his travels." 

" You had a friend to-day in M. Luchon, my landlord 
at Ibarraye. He seemed delighted by your escape." 

" M. Luchon ? No doubt he was, since Bemadou and 
I furnish him with his pink and claret dyes ; no one else 
can do that, and we owe it to our good seigneur, like 
everything else." 

"And what are these dyes?" 

" Ah I pardon, monsieur, that is a secret. I would tell 
you, indeed, but Bernadou would be angry." 

" So that was why the Httle man would have inter- 
fered!" 

" Exactly, monsieur ; we are his fortune, so to say ; 
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and if any harm happened to us it would bo his ruin, so 
he protects us, though we are cagots. When we began 
to supply him, we swore on the gospel to sell our dyes 
to no one else. What a fine country yours must be, 
monsieur, if there we should be as respected as other 
people !'* 

" You and Bemadou had better go back there with me." 

" Oh, is monsieur going back ? I am grieved I But 
as for us, we were bom here." 

'' And I was bom at Entraigues ; but a man is not a 
rock, to stay in one place till time or storm destroys 
him." 

" Gentlefolks are not like common people," said Vero- 
nique, decidedly. 

"I am one of the common people," answered her 
companion, with emphasis ; but she shook her head with 
laughing incredulity, glancing at him from head to foot, 
and said, "I should like best of all to see faces and 
houses aU day, even if it were only Ibarraye. To live 
in a large street — ^that would be too much happiness I 
Monsieur does not know why I stayed behind to-day 
in the church ; it was to see Marinette Aubanel, who was 
married last week, and her husband is a rich haberdash- 
er. You must have heard of it, for she is the daughter 
of Maitre Aubanel, the chief grocer in Ibarraye, and I did 
want to see her dress ! Ah, what a pity that one can 
be a bride but once in one's life I I hope I shaU see 
our demoiselle's marriage." 
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''That young girl. Mine, de Fayolles you call her, is 
she not married already T 

" Oh no, assuredly not^ monsieur. They do say 

you saw that fine gentleman with her and her mother ? 
But oh, I pray to all the saints that she may not have 
him for her husband." 

« Is he so little desirable?" 

" Monsieur 1" exclaimed Yeronique, a look of the 
strongest aversion entirely changing the expression of 
her face ; '' have you been here a day without hearing 
of that bad man ? Heaven help the jpauvre monde if there 
were many such in the country." 

" What does he then do ?" 

''Do, monsieur! He is a great seigneur, he can do 
what he wilL And he wills whatever is most cruel and 
wicked. What has he not done ? But they say there 
are thousands like him." 

Her companion recalled the indolent amusement with 
which the young nobleman had viewed Veronique's dis- 
tress, and knew that under it lay the love of witnessing 
suffering, which makes a worse man than many crimes 
might. 

"You call that girl madams," he said, after a moment's 
thought, in which he had vainly sought to remember 
whose face that of the young marquis reminded him 
ot 

" Certainly, since she is a canoness. That makes her 
both counters and madame, just as if she were married. 
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FayoUes is a domain of her father's, and she will be 
called thus until she marries." 

" Ah, then, her vows are not irrevocable ?" 

" Oh no, not unless she renews them by-and-by, and 
even then she will not be in a convent ; she can Hve in 
the world, only she's too good for it. Tenez, my 
brother!" 

And following her upward glances, the stranger saw 
a young man come from among the pines overhead, look 
down, and suddenly begin to descend with fearless ra- 
pidity, which proved that he was following some kind 
of path familiar to him, though totally invisible to an 
unpractised eye. Veronique ran forward to meet him, 
and began an animated account, as her American friend 
gathered from her gestures, of the morning's event. 
Presently Bemadou advanced, lifted his berret with 
grave courtesy, and said, ** Monsieur, I thank you for 
your kindness. Another time I will not leave my sis- 
ter unprotected." 

The words were perfectly civil, and were grateful, yet 
they had an unmistakable sound of dismissal in them 
which did not accord with the stranger's wishes. He 
looked keenly at the young cagot, who was as fair as 
his sister, large-Hmbed, blue-eyed, with a grave, shy look, 
such as men acquire, even if not of an oppressed race, 
who live a solitary life, face to face with the mountains. 
His eyes met those of the stranger and sank ; he wait- 
ed, as if to hear what the American chose to say, but 
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there was nothing encouraging in his silence. Yero- 
nique's new friend had hoped to gain an acquaintance 
with this strange race through the brother and sister, 
and an interest in a life which for some time to come 
threatened to bo unbearably dull. He would not give 
up the hope, though he renounced if for the moment. 

" Adieu, for the moment, Veronique. We shaU meet 
again, perhaps." 

''Monsieur will be going to Chateau Lestrelle? He 
knows the uncle of our demoiselle, Bdltnadou," said 
Veronique, as unwilling to relinquish her new friend as 
he could be to give up the chance of studying her peo- 
ple through the medium of a remarkably pretty girL 

"Yes, I must go there. Adieu, for the moment." 

" Ah, monsieur I first tell me your name. I have told 
you mine, and my brother's." 

" Gavamie," he answered, smiling, and lifting his hat 
as he turned to go, perceiving that, with a kind of in- 
stinctive caution, the cagot would not climb back to his 
invisible abode, while a stranger's eye was upon him. 
Presently, however, he retraced his steps, and saw the 
brother and sister, already halfway up the side of the 
ravine ; Veronique's bright costume making a spot of 
colour where all else was gloomy and sombre ; she was 
chattering as blithely to her brother as she had before 
done to Gavamie. Bemadou's responses seemed brief, 
but apparently they were sympathizing, since shawent on 
with her merry babble. Strange home for so gay a crea- 



Digitized by 



Google 



2G ON THE EDGE OF THE 8T0BM. 

ture in this wild and lonely spot, buried in the gloomy; 
whispering pines 1 Her late companion vainly tried, as he 
returned to Ibarraye, to recall more clearly his boyish 
recollections of her outcast race ; and he chose to re- 
enter the little town by the Cagots' street, regardless of 
the wondering faces which his appearance there brought 
to doors and windows. 

The narrow, dark, and dirty street had an appearance 
of squalid poverty, even beyond that of the usual dwel- 
lings of the poor in 1789 ; there were evidences of so 
low and degraded a state, and many of the faces that 
stared dully or fearfully at him as he went by were so 
abject that Gavamie could not wonder that Bemadou 
had escaped to free solitude with his pretty sister. 
Here and there a man or a girl had some traces of the 
beauty which distinguished Veronique and her brother ; 
but generally they were repulsive or degraded. Look- 
ing at some of these miserable creatures, and recalling 
Bemadou and Veronique, Gavamie could judge what 
the cagots might be under favorable circumstances, and 
what the outcast race usually was. 
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CHAPTER nL 

V CHATEAU LESTBELLE. 

|HE ancient chateau of Lestrelle had been des- 
troyed by the Huguenots, when, for a short 
time, they had the upper hand, and revenged 
themselves for past persecutions with a ferocity which 
had left indelible traces on the district and in the mem- 
ories of its population. Although by the year 1789 
Boman^atholics and Protestants were living in a sort 
of precarious outward peace, there was always a deep 
animosity between them. The Protestants were barely 
tolerated ; they could aspire to no office in the State ; 
they underwent daily annoyances ; and they could not 
forget how their women had been insulted and impris- 
oned in convents ; their children forcibly taken from 
them ; their men condemned to the gaUeys, and 
their ministers hung ; while the Bomanists recalled 
the sacking of churches, the savage reprisals, and 
the burning houses, which marked the track of the 
conquering Huguenots. The town of Ibarraye had 
especially suflfered ; Chateau Lestrelle had been burned. 
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Later, Lestrelle had built another, which other pos- 
sessors had added to and altered, at the foot of 
the rising ground on which the ruins of the first 
still stood. A kind of park surrounded it ; and on 
one side was a dense wood, in which paths had been 
made, so complicated and winding, that it was not 
unlike a labyrinth. The second dwelling was com- 
paratively modem and insignificant, in spite of its four 
towers, but it was still called the chateau, and the pea- 
sant children would say to one another, "Beware thou I 
Gk) not too near ; there are dungeons under it." 

Thus something of the terror of its predecessor clung 
round the innocent modem house ; and its owner, too, 
was regarded with a kind of traditional fear and sus- 
picion, as being the seigneur of Ibarraye ; although 
feudal privileges were already passing out of the hands 
of the nobles, and in no respect did the gentle, schol- 
ai'ly old man resemble his turbulent ancestors. They, 
spending their lives at camp or court, and tyrannizing, 
as by right, over their vassals, would certainly have dis- 
owned the inoffensive savant, who shrank nervously 
from contact with minds less refined than his own. 
Only strong indignation and the sight of intolerable 
injustice could have made him stand forth as the defen- 
der of the cagots. It cost him a great effort to expose 
himself to the odium which it brought upon him ; but 
gentle old man though he was, injustice and oppression 
roused him, as the call to arms, when the enemy was 
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near, had roused his ancestora But the sight wajg so 
painful, and he was so grieved when his efforts failed 
to amend the world, that he did his best not to see or 
hear what went on outside of the home which he had 
created. It was not a time when domestic life was 
happy in France ; but here and there some such peace- 
ful abodes existed as Chateau Lestrelle, where its mas- 
ter lived engrossed in antiquarian researches, plants, 
and pets, with a gay and charming wife, younger than 
himself by thirty-six years, and his daughter Marcelle, 
but a few months returned from the convent where she 
had been educated. 

Mme. de Lestrelle and Marcelle were sitting, after 
their return from church, on the day when Pierrou's 
mischievous trick had so much disturbed the congrega- 
tion, in the great salon on the garden side. It ran the 
whole length of the house ; at each end was a much 
smaller room, in the eastern and western towers. It 
was floored with oak ; little islands of carpet floated 
here and there upon the polished surface ; the walls 
were painted. with landscapes ; great tapestry curtains 
fell over the doors opening into it ; and the windows 
looked out on a broad flight of steps, leading to a ter- 
race ; below which there were gardens, where flowers 
did not find a place ; but instead were a wide avenue, 
lawns, and delicious shade. A screen seemed to make 
a kind of boudoir within the great room for Mme. de 
Lestrelle : a graceful token of her presence appeared in 
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the flowers and birds in every window. She and her 
daughter had established themselves, as usual, near to 
the open door of the cabinet or study of M. de Lestrelle : 
for though not absolutely with them while he read and 
studied, he Hked to know them near. They were so 
near, that had he listened he could always have heard 
their conversation ; but when he had books or pen in 
hand, he heeded their talk no more than the chirping 
of the wrens outside ; though he was always ready to 
answer an appeal from his wife by a word or a kind 
smile, in which there was sometimes a little harmless 
malice. Or, in his turn, he would call his daughter and 
show her some marvel, through the microscope which 
was the joy of his hfe, and which he sought with unwea- 
ried patience to bring to perfection. The microscope 
was then comparatively a new discovery ; he had to 
. learn how to use it, and how to remedy its defects ; and 
he regarded the marvels which it began to reveal with 
a sort of terror, full of fascination. Botany was stiU in 
its infancy in France ; though the Jardin des Flantes 
had been established in Paris ever since 1636 ; and the 
great botanist, Toumefort, had given public lectures 
there. But a few savants were devoted to the new sci- 
ence, and M. de Lestrelle, well known among them, was 
in constant correspondence with them alL 

Although on this afternoon his wife and daughter 
were in their usual places, he did not happen to be at 
his table in the inner room ; his seat was empty there. 
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The open door revealed papers, books, boxes, large and 
small, containing specimens, glass slides, and all the 
apparatus of his day's work. A friend had compelled 
him to promise to dine with him, and he had reluc- 
tantly gone to fulfil this promise, starting early, with 
intent to botanize until the three o'clock dinner hour 
arrived. That he should have preferred to go on foot, 
independent of the pleasure of botanizing, was not 
wonderful, considering the state of the roads. He had 
set out before his wife and daughter returned from 
mass, and therefore had not heard of the events of the 
morning. 

Mme. de Lestrelle was hoping that a visitor might 
arrive to vary the afternoon, and regretting that M. 
de St. Xist, who had arrived early with a message to 
the two ladies from his mother, had been unable to re- 
main. Visitors were always welcome to her, but not 
commdn, for the chateau was away from other country- 
houses, and the bourgeoises of Ibarraye would not 
have ventured to call on her, however much they wished 
to do so, without some valid excuse. Sometimes she 
gathered friends around her in the chateau, and acting, 
dancing, and music transformed it for a time, but such 
a life would not have suited her husband long, and she 
was too fondly attached to him to force society upon 
him against his inclination. She was sitting in a luxu- 
rious seat, with her little feet on the stool, and the ro- 
mance of " Clelie" open by her side. But reading was 
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unnatural to her ; she could gather up enough knowl- 
edge of any book from ten minutes' talk to seem perfectly 
acquainted with it, but in fact she was as ignorant as 
Veronique Chrestiaa, and owned it ; yet her gift of 
making the most of every atom of knowledge that she 
picked up, and the grace with which she conversed, ef- 
fectually prevented any one, even her husband, from be- 
Heving her. Her fan had marked the place where she 
left off in " Clelie," without a leaf being turned for 
half an hour ; now and then she dipped her fingers 
into a basket of Sevres china filled with chocolate, and 
nibbled a pastille daintily, or elicited a sleepy purr from 
the grey angora lying in her lap, or stooped to pull the 
ears of the silky little dog at her feet — ^for Mme. de Les- 
trelle ga.thered numerous pets about her, as was the 
fashion, leaving MarceUe or her maids to attend them ; 
and she turned back and powdered her fair hair, and 
wore rouge, because it was la mode, though her fair and 
youthful face had no need to borrow artificial roses. 

She looked so gay, so young, above all so girlish, that 
it was impossible to believe her the wife of the grey 
haired old comte, or the mother of the grave maiden 
who sat near, answering her flow of talk with brief, 
quiet responses, and bending aU the time over a draw- 
ing wliich she was making for her father from a tuft of 
moss on the table before her. Such was, however, the 
relationship between them, and this butterfly being was 
in fact the mother of a girl of seventeen. The events 
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of the morning had of coarse famished food for mach 
comment, bat who and what the stranger coold be, in- 
terested Mme. de Lestrelle so mach more than any 
other part of the affair, that if Marcelle coald have 
thoaght her mother anything bat the most loveable 
and charming of haman beings, she woald ahnost have 
been oat of patience. Bat Mme. de Lestrelle had the 
happy power of bewitching even her own family. 

" Of what are yoa thinking, my angel ?" she asked, 
endeavoaring to make her little dog eat a chocolate 
bon-bon, and failing in the attempt. 

"I was thinking that papa's efforts in behalf of the 
cagots have not entirely failed. Bat for his protection 
Veroniqae might have been mardered, as he told me 
Zabeth Coarbazon was, simply becaase the barbaroas 
hatred of the people got a chance of breaking oat." 

''Ah, these peasants are truly barbarians I Bat my 
child, that stranger ; if he shoald be some illastrioas 
foreigner, a marqais, or even a dake, who seeks an 
ideal wife I I shoald like my daaghter to make a ro- 
mantic marriage ; I myself married so happily that 
there never coald be any romance in my life. That is 
the only troable I ever knew." 

"Dear mother, woald yoa have me less happy?" 
asked Marcelle, with a tender, caressing glance at 
Mme. de Lestrelle, who replied energetically — 

" My child, I made up my mind at yoar birth that yoa 
should meet with some remarkable fate. Now I — ^what 
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conld be more prosaic? On my sixteenth birthday, 
while I look over my cadeaux, my mother sends for me. 
' Gabrielle, monsieur your father has decided you shall 
be married.' Then I knew what my elder sisters had 
been whispering and laughing about for a week past. I 
was dying to hear what my husband was like, and what 
his rank was, but I dared not ask. It seemed to me that 
the eyening would never come. I was to see him then 
for the first time. Many had abready demanded my 
hand, but my family were too noble easily to find a sat- 
isfactory alliance. Ah, that evening I But you have 
heard this before?" 

''That makes me certain that I should like to hear it 
again." 

" Happily my toilette took up a long time ; that showed 
me it would be delightful to be married. My moth- 
er disdained such matters; she was a saint, but people 
blamed her severely, and said she only thought of our 
souls. I resolved, even at that early age, that such a re- 
proach should never be cast on me. Ah, my Mar(^lle, 
why is it you are so like my mother? You care so Httle 
for such matters. I often say to myself *Fie I thou art 
a frivolous child compared to thy daughter!' But I 
cannot change my nature, and after all I think that you 
and my dear husband love me best as I am." 

Marcelle turned a look of fond admiration to her 
mother, which needed no words to interpret it, and 
Mme. de Lestrelle continued her monologue. 



Digitized by 



Google 



CHATEAU LE8TBELLB. 86 

** I had a real toilette for the iirBt time — a blue satin, 
a la turqve, over white — and we sat in state to receive 
M. de Lestrella Ah I my heart beat ; he entered. I 
dared not look, but at last I peeped at him while he 
was talMng to my father. I saw a man of nearly fifty 
years old — ^nay, more I Fifty and a hundred were all 
the same to me then. I never realized that I should 
be the age I am. I think — ^I fear — ^that I saw a wrinkle, 
a little wrinkle, this morning. I could not find it again, 
and it was searching for it that made me late at mass. 
Ah, what a look that cure gave me I I expected him to 
admonish me pubHcly in his pr&ne. But I must look 
again :" and hastily putting the angora on the floor, 
where it stood stretching itself in a sleepy, astonished 
way, she fluttered up to a mirror and anxiously contem- 
plated herself. 

^'I cannot see it^" she said, returning at last, with a 
sigh of relief ; " but I think I should die if I perceived 
myself growing old. It would be insupportable to lose 
youth and beauty, and cease to charm." 

"You never could," said Marcelle, with affectionate 
conviction. "The fairies gave you that gift at your 
christening." 

"Many people used to tell me so when we lived at 
Paris after my marriage," said Mme. de Lcstrelle, naively. 
" But my husband wearied of iife there. Ah I how I 
wept at the idea of leaving Paris — ^my family, my balls 
my admirers ! I have a natural horror of the country. It 



Digitized by 



Google 



86 ON THE BDa£ OF THE 8T0BM. 

is adorable, I know, but then it is country ; and that 
we should bury ourselves in it like the noblesse campa- 
gnarde, who liye there because they are too poor to go 
to Paris! — ^And even if one loves the country, one is 
not expected to love the vie de province — aUezT 

"But my father could not have known how you dis- 
liked the plan 1" 

" Why, my dear child V* exclaimed Mme. de Lestrelle, 
sitting up in the energy of her reply, "you cannot sup- 
pose that I let him divine it? he, so good and kind 
— he would have offered to live all his life in Paris. 
I would rather have died of ennui than have let him 
know it. After all I could not be miserable, I loved him 
too much ; my friends laughed at me for loving my 
husband, but so it was, and you can understand that, 
can you not, my angel?'' 

" Yes, dear mother." 

So quiet was the assent that Mme. de Lestrelle re- 
sented it, and added, " No one can appreciate my hus- 
band but myseK. I know what he is." 

A look of pained surprise crossed th^ girl's face. 
From the very depths of her love for her father she had 
felt any protestations quite unnecessary, and had not 
foreseen the possibility of being misunderstood. But 
she made no attempt to explain. 

" Then I said to myself," continued Mme. de Les- 
trelle, after pausing to eat a bon-bon, " I shall have a 
child, a little rosy angel ; what beautiful sentiments it 
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will inspire me with 1 How I shall watch it in its sleep, 
how I shall devote myself to it ! Yon were bom, my 
sweet, and what an embarrassment it was ! My mother, 
thinking that I was too yonng to haye the anxiety of a 
baby, persuaded yonr father to let her bring you up, 
and he thought it best for me, so we agreed. I never 
had another child, and you remained with her and your 
great-aunt, the abbess, all these yeara And now you 
are oome home, we must marry you." 

" To the unknown stranger ?** 

^' Ah, bah I M. de Si Xist woidd have something to 
say to that." 

*' Mamma, I like him so little that unless it is to secure 
my life not being too happy, you cannot wish me to 
maiTy him." 

" My child I what freak is this ? "What could be more 
natural, more suitable than such an alliance ? Marquise 
is such a beautiful title 1" 

" His sisters all dislike him, and Vevette " 

"Do not name that wretched girl, Marcellel It is 
astonishing that such things can happen in a noble 
family like the St Xists. What would my mother have 
said had she destined one of us to take the veil, and 
we refused because we loved a cousin ? I tremble to 
think of her look I I cannot imagine how any daugh- 
ter of the Marquise's could have dared to resist 
her." 

"Poor Vevette I no one ever loved her much except 
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that cousin/' said Marcelle, " and now she is in a con- 
vent without any vocation, and she may live fifty years 
or morel You do not know how dreadful a nun's life 
with no vocation is, mamma." 

" Nothing can be so dreadful as such conduct, and M. 
de St Xist is of that opinion, and supported his mother 
throughout" 

*' Yes, he only wants to get rid of his sisters. They 
used to say so. But as for me, why need I marry ? I 
am a canoness ; I never thought of it" 

" Oh, your vows bind to nothing," said Mma de Les- 
trelle, forgetting her momentary indignation. "Your 
aunt told me she had taken the utmost care to give you 
a secular education, and that you had no vocation to be 
a religieuse." 

"No," said MarceUe, sighing, "I was brought up in a 
convent" 

"As for that, the rules are not severe in all," said 
Mme. de LestreUe, not perceiving that it was not the se- 
verity, but the laxity of discipline that Marcelle regret- 
ted. " When your father had to go to Spain shortly 
after our marriage, my mother did not wish to have the 
charge of me, and I went to a convent as a boarder. I 
was as happy as a bird ; I enhvened the whole community. 
I used to slip in at night — ^the rule obliged the sis- 
ters to leave their doors ajar — and cork eyebrows and 
stick mouches on their dear old faces, and when they 
met for the night service in chapel, their surprise was 
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exixeme. I brought such gaiety into the convent that 
they all wept when I left it I should not tell you these 
follies, my child, if you were not so sage, so thoughtful 
It will not hurt you, I know. But why this distaste for 
marriage V 

" Because I will not belong to a man whom I cannot 
esteem." 

"Esteem I" exclaimed Mme. de Lestrelle, as much as- 
tonished as if it were perfectly irrelevant to the subject. 
" Of course ; but there are other things. For example, 
a title, a box at the opera, an office which should bring 
you near the Queen. My rank would have placed me 
in the best circles had we remained in Paris, and that 
of the Marquis de St. Xist is higher." 

" I do not care at all for all that," said Marcelle. "If 
I marry, it will be to please you and papa, since this is 
the thing that you desire." 

There was a tone of bitterness in the young voice, 
inexpressibly painful. She looked as if the project hung 
like a millstone round her neck. No tinge of color 
came to her white cheek ; the matter was simply dis- 
tasteful and wearisome to her. 

" That is my angel !" said Mme. de Lestrelle, who had 
looked anxious and uneasy. " If Mme. de St. Xist had 
heard what you said just now, it would have scandalized 
her." 

Marcelle did not reply. She had a strong dislike to 
the Marquise de St. Xist, of whom Mme. de Lestrelle 
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stood greatly in awe. Even when the marqnise was in 
Paris, and the whole length of France between them, 
the dread of her disapproyal sometimes oppressed her ; 
Mme. de Si Xist was like an inexorable conscience to 
Marcelle's mother. 

" And no one can deny that monsieur her son is a 
perfect gentlenan/* she added. 

" Oh yes ; he comes here, he loiters about, he makes 
quatrains, or plays on the violin ; and works tapestry, 
plays cards, devotes himself to grandmamma^ if she is 
here. I have seen him let her little dog Bosine in and 
out of the room ten times in a morning, or fly to pick 
up her ball of wool as often, and need no other occupa- 
tion." 

''But that shows his perfect good manners, my 
chHd." 

" I suppose so," said Marcelle, wearily. 

" But have you formed some idea, ma ch^rie, of what 
a husband should be ?' 

" I think he should be brave and loving, able to trust 
and be trusted, feeling for the oppressed, and spending, 
himself for them. M. de St. Xiet holds it his right to 
trample on the lower orders. I have heard him say 
hard, cruel things with a smile and a lisp. If I have 
an ideal, it is my uncle de Chamfort" 

" Ah, my dear brother 1 Yet see to what such qual- 
ities lead. He had ever a certain independence of 
character ; he could not make his way at Court nor at 
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home, and, as you know, he sacrificed all his prospects 
to go and convert the Indians, taking with him a boy of 
no family or fortime, whom he patronized, I know not 
why — (he brought him here for a few days) — and 
placed him somewhere at school in Canada, while he 
himself went and Hved among the Indians. Had he re- 
mained here, he might have been a bishop." 

" But what a noble life his has been I I recoUect 
him well when he came to Belleisle ; to please the 
Indians he had allowed them to tattoo patterns on his 
legs ; we saw them through his open-work silk stock- 
ings — and then he returned to America, and became a 
Recollet/' 

'• He had grown unfit for our life. He said things, 
made such strange remarks — one cannot live in the 
world, and say exactly what one thinks — but he is a 
saint, a true saint. I wonder what has become of that 
boy whom he befriended. He must be a man now. 
I had not thought of him, or of my dear brother, for 
years. How I should like to see him again, now you 
remind me of him I" 
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CHAPTER IV. 

AN UNEXPECTED VlSITOB. 

I HE last words were still on Mme. de Lestrelle's 
lips, when an unexpected sight tnmed her 
thought in a new direction. " Comment done / 
visitors coming through the garden V* she cried, half ris- 
ing, with sparkling eyes. "Stayl what is this? Tour 
father already returned, and accompanied by — who is 
that good-looking young man ? Good heavens ! the 
stranger of this morning. Look, my child, they ap- 
proach ; they are at the foot of the perron. I hear my 
husband's voice." 

Marcelle looked up and saw her father conversing 
with the stranger ; he stood still at the foot of the steps 
leading to the house, laying, as he spoke, his long 
slender fingers on the arm of his companion — ^fingers 
made to hold the pen, and betraying the scholar, as the 
muscular hand of the stranger told of the man of action* 
Marcelle heard him saying, "My friend, what can you 
know of the subject ? Tou left France as a child ; you 
have just returned, full of republican sentiments, ex- 
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pecting to find tyranny on eyery side, a favoured clasa, 
which now does nothing, and draws its resources from 
those whom it persistently oppresses. Ton want to at- 
tack this and a hundred other injustices, and imagine 
the people pervaded by a general wish for brother- 
hood and equality. I, who have lived upwards of sev- 
enty years among them, I assure you that the noblest 
aim of peasants and bourgeois is to escape taxation. 
You have a melancholy apprenticeship to go through, 
my dear captain. Meanwhile, come and make the ac- 
quaintance of these ladies." 

Mme. de LestreUe had only time to whisper to Mar- 
celle, " My husband must be greatly taken with this 
stranger," when he ushered in his companion, and said, 
smihng, " Look, my dear Gabrielle, did you ever see 
this gentleman before ? Becall, if you can, the autumn 
of the year we came here, when your excellent bro- 
ther " 

" But it is — it must be, the very person of whom 
Marcelle and I were just speaking. What happiness ! 
Now I shall have news of my dear Laurent. Welcome, 
monsieur, for M. de Champfort's sake, and your own 
too, for we are old friends," added Mme. de LestreUe, 
holding out her hand with eager, winning grace ; and 
Gavamie had retained enough French breeding to kiss 
the little fingers as courteously as M. de St. Xist could 
have dona " My child, is not this delightful ? How 
little I thought, monsieur, when this child sent yon 
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to summon the Abbe Bergreat, whom she was so 
unceremoniously employing. Tell me of my brother — 
is he well? When did you see him last ? Does he re- 
member us as we remember him ? Ah, how happy you 
are to be his companion and friend I" 

Her bright eyes glistened with emotion, perfectly sin- 
cere, now that circumstances had reyived her recollec- 
tion of her brother, and Gavamie was touched and 
charmed. 

" I saw him a few months before leaving America, 
madame. Of late years we have necessarily been much 
apart, but it is my h^piness to be with him — ^my oldest, 
my best friend." 

" Tell us of him. Is he still devoting himself to his 
Indians ? What progress does he make in humanizing 
them ? Is it possible he does not regret Paris ?' 

'* He regrets nothiQg, madame, although he retains 
the fondest affection for his family. His life is one that 
leaves no room for regrets." 

Marcelle looked up as the animated tone caught her 
ear She was not used to it from the habitues of her 
mother's salon: but as she met the glance of Gavamie, 
she shrank into herself with instinctive reserve, and re- 
sumed her drawing, having inspired him vdth a strange, 
half-irritated desire to make her lift her shy hazel eyes 
and manifest some interest again. He could hardly rec- 
ognize the maiden whom he had seen in the morning in 
this silent, passive girL 
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" Describe my broUier's life to us, monsieur," Mme. 
de Lestrelle was saying; " you cannot do us a greater 
&iYOur. My dear Laurent I there is nothing that Mar- 
celle loves so much to hear of as of her uncle; is it not 
so, mon amir* said Mme. de Lestrelle, turning to her 
husband. And then, with one of her rapid changes of 
ideas, " But how is it that you are here at this hour, my 
dear Edmond ? and where were you so fortunate as to 
meet with monsieur f* 

" Alas, my dear wife, I shall call down well-merited 
reproaches if I confess how it happened." 

" "What I reproaches for that which has procured us so 
great a joy ?" said Mme. de Lestrelle, smiling at Gavar- 
nie; "you have earned your pardon." 

" Well, then, as you kuow, I went out to dine with De 
Lancy, feeling my usual delight at the prospect of spend- 
ing some hours in society." 

" Ah, bah 1 You who converse so well ! No one likes 
society better than yourself when obliged to face it. 
You will never make me believe otherwise." 

"You charitably Judge every one by yourself, my 
dear Qabrielle. I set out: I go, as I believe, towards 
Marilac; I reflect meanwhile how to prepare the bark of 
the arbutus tree for the microscope, a matter which oc- 
cupies me greatly, as Marcelle knows; the way length- 
ens before me: at last the laugh of a woodpecker rouses 
me to observe that I am in the midst of a wood several 
miles from Marilac. That is aU I know about it. I 
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treat the matter as a x^hilosopher; resign my dinner, 
and botanize until M. le Gapitaine passes and stops, as 
he courteously declares, to ask the road to Ibarraye, or, 
as I believe, to discover what old madman is straying 
about the wood. We enter into conversation ; I learn 
who he is, and make him prisoner." 

" Oh, mon ami I Yet what can I say when such hap- 
py consequences are the result of your distraction ? 
And, of course, M. le Gapitaine remains ; this is his home 
as long as he remains in France." 

"I thank you a thousand times, mad^me," said Ga- 
vamie, hastily, and hardening himself against the voice 
of the charmer. " I have taken a lodging with M. Lu- 
chon of Ibarraye." 

" That is not amiable of you, monsieur. Your lodg- 
ing was already found for you here, but at least remem- 
ber that this is your own house ; you will not deprive 
us of the joy of welcoming one so dear to my brother." 

" Madame, if you knew the motive of my coming to 
France," began Gavamie, with some hesitation. 

" A law-suit with your eldest brother, in which he is 
in the wrong," added M. de Lestrelle. 

" Oh, it is unnecessary to add that ; he always is. 
That makes no difference iq your welcome, M. le Gapi- 
taine." 

" You are under my roof, though you refuse to be my 
guest," said M. de Lestrelle. " M. Luchon rents part 
of my town house, since we only inhabit part of it, and 
but for a short time each year." 
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"And," added his wife, "remember, monsienr, we 
count you as an old friend ; you were here for a day or 
two before you sailed mth my brother for the New World. 
Do you remember that we stood on the terrace to see 
the sun set, and I prophesied that it would rise more 
brightly for you in your new home than it ever had in 
JErance?" 



>u were a true prophet, madame, and you did me 
mour to gather a rose as a souvenir of France, and 
L I felt then that a new sun was rising for me ; I 
longer the friendless orphan that I had been un- 
new your brother." 

'amie spoke with emotion ; that brief visit to Cha- 
jestrelle had inaugurated a new life for him ; and 
don of the gracious young bride, scarcely older 
limself, had remained distinct in his recollection 
ince. 

remember every word that passed that evening," 
Ime. de Lestrelle. " How I regret that my broth- 
old not remain longer ; you and he would have 
he best of friends, mon ami. How he would have 
thized with your efforts in behalf of those wretch- 
j^ots, who got into trouble this very day by an in- 
solent trick" 

"Oh, mamma, even M. le Care owned that it was 
Pierrou's doing 1" interposed Marcelle, speaking for the 
first time : and the sudden animation made her look for 
a moment as she had done in the morning. 
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" I know not, my child. Since every one thinks ill of 
them, there must be some reason for ii I own to you that 
I shudder if I see one ; and I was miserable all the time 
your favourite carpenter was here. As for touching 
one, as you did this morning — no I They are one of 
my antipathies." 

" Even you, my dear Gabrielle, share the general pre- 
judice," said M. de Lestrelle, who had accorded himself 
a dispensation from attending mass, like most men at 
that time : though he liked his wife and daughter to go. 
" But what happened ?" 

"Ah, mon ami, if you had attended mass like our 
neighbor, the marquis '* 

"Was he there?" 

" Only because his mother sent him with a message, 
and he attended us out of courtesy," said Marcelle, 
quickly ; while her father smiled, and remarked : "I 
do not imagine that he attended to hear the Abbe Ber- 
gerat denounce Voltaire as an arch blasphemer, whom 
Paris has crowned : while Sodom itself would have 
banished him. You look surprised, monsieur ; but 
such are the themes of our cure. I quote his last 
prone. Eveiy now and then I am tempted to go and 
hear what new paroxysm of terror he is possessed 
by." 

"Ah, mon ami, you who at heart are so deeply relig- 
ious, how can you talk thus? But only hear what oc- 
curred this morning." Mme. de Lestrelle gave a Hvely 
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account of the affair : and his pleased, approving look, 
made Marcelle colour with pleasure, as he turned to her 
saying, " That was well done, my daughter." Gayarnie 
excited the astonishment of Mme. de Lestrelle, by relat- 
ing how he had accompanied the young cagote to her 
valley ; and M. de Lestrelle confirmed her boast of Ber- 
nadou's skill ; adding, " But it only brings increased dis- 
like upon them ; for the other workmen are jealous, and 
attribute his superiority to an alliance with the powers 
of evil ; no light accusation, with the cure against him." 

"These cagots — ^what are they? The girl herself 
seemed to have no idea why they are thus excommuni- 
cated, as it were, and accepted the fact with irritating 
submission, as if she had never asked herself what right 
one race has to oppress another." 

"Do your slaveholders always ask that question? 
But as for the cagots, they are a riddle to the antiqua- 
ry : he who attempts to write their history will find him- 
self baflled at the outset. They are good Catholics ; yet, 
in the eyes of the people and the clergy — such, at least, 
as, like our cure, spring from the people — they are her- 
etics. They are simple and honest, though debased by 
their position ; yet there is not an accusation too vile to 
be brought against them. Now that toleration is in 
fashion, they are less harshly treated ; and the Parlia- 
ment of Toulouse has repeatedly interfered in their be- 
lialf : yet you had a specimen of the popular feeling to- 
day." 
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"Less harshly treated?" 

" It is SO. At one time they were compelled to wear 
a peculiar dress ; to walk only in the middle of the street, 
lest their touch should defile some good Christian : and 
they were subject to a hundred other galling restric- 
tions, which have fallen into disuse." 

" But what are they ? What are these people ? Even 
coming from Canada — which blanches every one — ^their 
fairness and large stature strikes my eye." 

"No one knows. Taking stature and fairness togeth- 
er, with the accusation of heresy, and the traditional ha- 
tred of the dominant race towards them, I imagine them 
to be descended from the old masters of this part of 
France — ^the Arian Goths. You find cagots under this 
name and that, throughout the west ; but not in the 
east ; and wherever you find them, from Beam to Brit- 
tany, they are an ill-used, detested race." 

"And is that all that is known?" 

"All — even that a man who has tried to write a book 
about them can tell you. They and the gipsies remain 
one of the enigmas of history." 

" Only in an old, worn-out world could such injustice 
be tolerated," said Gavamie, warmly : " you spoke of 
our slavery ; but the next step of men who have count- 
ed no price too dear to buy liberty, must be to liberate 
even those miserable negroes, and educate them into 
such equality with themselves as they are capable of." 

" Amen I" said M. de Lestrelle ; but so little belief 
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was expressed in his response, that the young man con- 
tinued, with increasing warmth, " The Federal Conven- 
tion declared, nearly four years ago, against slavery : 
Massachusetts has abohshed it ; other States have as- 
sured its gradual extinction ; and so little does the 
American nation sanction the idea of man being the 
property of his fellow man, that the very word slave 
has been excluded from our constitution." 

" But you have slaves ?" said Mme. de Lestrelle, in 
an innocent, wondering tone. 

" For the present, yes ; but there is no doubt that in 
a few years slavery will no longer exist" 

" Unless it becomes too profitable to relinquish," said 
M. de Lestrelle, with a doubtful smile. 

M. de Ohampfort has directed all his efforts against 
it," continued Gavamie. " "When the Federal Conven- 
tion met at Philadelphia, he was the very soul of the 
abohtionist party, and clearly proved that slavery would 
soon cease even to be profitable." 

" I recognise my good brother-in-law there. It is his 
practical sense, combined with his enthusiasm, which 
gives him so much influence. The Americans are too 
English to be carried away by any reasoning merely 
sentimental." 

" Oh, mon ami, do not compare those brave Americans 
with those hateful bourgeois English !" cried Mme. de 
Lestrelle, who entirely shared the enthusiasm then felt 
for the Americans, which made Lafayette such an idol 
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when he retained from fighting the British. ** The En- 
glish are all merchants, and commerce is incompatiblo 
with nobility. My mother nsed to say that the first com- 
mercial transaction of which there is any record was 
the sale of Joseph by his brethren. The English would 
have done just the same ; they do sell their wives — ah I 
qu^ fiorreur. Are they not all parvenus and traders, 
monsieur?" 

" I fear, madame, that you condemn the Americans 
too." 

<'0h, monsieur, fie I Those brave Americans are 
not to be compared with the inhabitants of that base, 
perfidious Albion, which is ruled by those Nassaus, 
people of no birth at all, whatever they may pretend 
to." 

" I cannot afibrd to cry down our opponents, ma- 
dame." 

" What riddles is he talking! Do you understand, 
my daughter?" 

" He has had a share in the glory of the conquerors, 
mamma." 

" Yes," said Gavamie, seizing the opportunity of ad- 
dressing her directly ; "I should diminish our own 
glory if I cried down our enemy." 

But Marcelle did not pursue the conversation ; she 
only showed her father by a sign that she had finished 
her drawing, and again Gkivamie felt unreasonably dis- 
appointed. 



Digitized by 



Google 



AN UNEXPECTED VISITOB. 53 

''Thanks, my child," said M. de Lestrelle, wistfully 
glancing from her painting to the original 

•* You have taken great pains, and yet Ah," he 

added to Gavamie, " you young men shrug your shoul- 
ders, and look contemptuously on an old man like me, 
who cares very little for systems and theories and wars, 
whether those of philosophers or nations ; but the truth 
is, I am too old for such things ; my life is nearly over ; 
I have not hope enough to be a reformer ; and as for 
wisdom, this little moss teaches me more than all the 
encyclopaedia." 

He made Gavamie look through the microscope ; and 
pleased with his surprise and interest, continued, 

" See how my glass shows the little seed vessels, like 
Normandy caps, and the teeth round iShe edge which 
open in the sunshine, and close round the invisible seeds 
on damp days. I breathe on them ; it is sufficient to 
make them dose at once. Here is a httle urn, whose 
ripened seeds are ready to be dispersed, and it reverses 
itself and pours them out. I see all this — ^how much is 
there that I do not see ? Is there not contrivance and 
adaptation of means to an end here? That one little 
tuft of moss answers half of the difficulties of our philo- 
sophers, and raises as many more. But I am an old 
man, as I said ; I feel more and more that it is well 
there are young ones to carry on the work of the world." 

" Mme. de Lestrelle interposed with the haste of one 
who wishes to turn aside a painful subject. "Men ami^ 
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monsieur wiU tell yon of the plants and trees of his new 
world. I am sure my brother has taught him to ob- 
serve them, that was another point in which you har- 
monized, though he studied chiefly their medicinal use&" 

Gavamie responded readily, and his description of a 
magnolia, whose snowy urns were a very Araby of flow- 
ers, amongst which the humming-birds built, living 
gems, fearless as the birds in M. de Lestrelle's garden, 
held Marcelle listening until he paused, gratified by the 
involuntary tribute to his eloquence. Her pencil strayed 
again over her paper, and M. de Lestrelle presently 
said — 

" What are you drawing now, my child ¥' 

" An asclepia." | 

" Show it to monsieur, and let him tell us if it is lite 
the flower." 

" It cannot be. I never saw one, but it is what I im- 
agine it. I do not want to know what it is really like, 
it would only be less beautiful than I imagined it" , 

" Silly child I imagination never conceived anything 
so beautiful as the least blossom ; and besides, imagina- ' 

tion is not one of thy gifts, my little one." 

Gavamie took the drawing from Marcelle's reluctant 
hand, and contemplated it with amused wonder. " Is i 

this the impression that my description gave? It is un- i 

like — most unlike." 

"I know it, but I do not care," said Marcelle, sur- 
prised by the blunt dispraise. 
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^' Yet it is a poor satisfaction to picture what we know 
is untrae, madama Your tuicle would say that there 
was nothing strong, nothing beautiful but truth." 

He had taken up her painting materials, and made a 
quick, bold sketch of the flower so familiar to him, 
though only known by description to her, and placed it 
before her, waiting her verdict in silence. Mme. de Les- 
trelle exclaimed at the facility with which he had execu- 
ted it, but Marcelle said nothing for a time, during which 
her father watched her with loving amusement ; then, 
with wondering joy, she looked up and said, ** Thanks, 
monsieur I It is more beautiful, much more beautiful, 
than I had imagined it," and she gazed at it as if this 
were a revelation to her. 

Gavamie left at last, amused and a httle perplexed, 
but thinking far more of M. and Mme. de Lestrelle than 
of their daughter. He was glad to And them so little 
altered. Years had gone by, and left the kind old man 
and his charming wife unchanged ; when Gavamie saw 
them before, M. de LestreUe had discoursed with as much 
enthusiasm over his plants, and his wife had scarcely 
looked more girlish than she did now; more bewitching 
she could not be ; but the grave Marcelle was a new ele- 
ment on which he had not reckoned, and her serious re- 
serve, and the little interest which she manifested in his 
going or coming piqued him. He mentally compared 
her fearless defence of Veronique Chrestiaa with her in- 
different shy manner when he saw her in her own home, 
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set it down to aristocitttic hauteur, and Erapposed her 
conduct of the morning inspired by the impnlne to de- 
fend the oppressed, which even an aristocrat might feeL 
With all his proud belief in the superiority of modem 
over ancient times, Gavamie said very decidedly to him- 
self that daughters were rarely as charming as their 
mothers. Marcelle, on her side, was asking Mme. de 
Lestrelle how she had recollected so appositely many lit- 
tle things to which he had alluded as having occurred 
during the short time that Gavamie had spent at the 
chateau. 

" My angel, I cannot tell you. When I no longer see 
people I forget all about them, but if I meet them again, 
I am rejoiced, and all my associations with them revive. 
One needs this power if one lives much in the world ; it 
is a necessity. And so our unknown is an American 
captain ? That wiQ give him a title to enter society ; 
even Mme. de St. Xist will not quarrel with that, though 
American opinions are no longer quite such a passport 
to the best salons as they wera He is perfectly comme 
U faut as to manners." 

"It is a real pleasure to me that he is come," said M. 
de Lestrelle, " though I fear he will find innumerable an- 
noyances and difficulties in his law-s^t with your broth- 
er ; and there is an awkwardness in receiving him even, 
but thai cannot be helped." 

" Oh, if we excluded every one to whom Charles had 
done a wi-ong ! My dear Laurent considers him as an 
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adopted son. He will do ns no discredit ; and then he 
is a novelty : one could not sacrifice the pleasure of his 
company. There is one thing, however — " and Mma de 
Lestrelle looked distressed and thoughtful 

" If your brother Charles should come here, as ho 
proposed, about the money that he wishes to borrow? 
Yes, that would be " 

" Oh, no ; I had forgotten that : and you said, I for- 
get what, but something about its being unjust to Mar- 
celle ; that concerns our men of business, and I never 
understand about such things. No, it was the cravat 
of M. Gavamie. I am sure that a cravat tied thus would 
make Mme. St Xist think he had only lived among the 
savages. Those little matters mark the well-bom man. 
I could forgive a crime sooner than an offence of this 
kind. Poor fellow I He is, after all, of no family ; at 
least, I imagine so. Laurent never told me his history. 
I regretted that I alluded to the want of pedigree of the 
Stadtholder. Mon am% I hope it did not hurt his feel- 
ings?" 

" I doubt if he has any, my dear GabrieUe, on that 
subject.'* 

" Of course a roturier cannot feel as we do. You re- 
member hearing of M. Franklin at Versailles, when he 
found that custom required every one to bow to the 
royal service of plate, on meeting it when' carried 
backwards and forwards at Versailles. He could not 
enter in the least into the delicate reverence and loyalty 
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sliown in the salute ; but only exdaimed, ' Prodigious I' 
Now my mother, remembering that, in unaccountable 
abstraction, she had passed without curtseying, went 
back through more than a quarter of a mile of galleries 
to make her reverence to it. You are still studying the 
sketch of the asclepia, my child ?" 

Marcelle was contemplating it with a kind of fascina- 
tion ; and, while her mother continued, " At all events, 
ho has served against the British, and the American war 
was all the fashion, men of oar best famihes solicited 
commissions in the regiments sent out," Marcelle was 
saying to herself : " Then true things can be more 
good, more lovely, than any that one only imagines. I 
did not know thai I always thought it such a pity to 
have been made alive, since life was so -empty, so unlike 
anything I longed for. Perhaps, after all, it is like the 
asclepia ; more beautiful than one's fancies I'* 
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CHAPTER V. 

aAVABKIE BOBBOWS A BOOK* 

^AYAENIE, used to an acdve life, often full of 
peril, and constantly changing, whether on 
board ship, on leave, in some town, or with 
his friend, M. de Champfort, found time hang heavy on 
his hands in Ibarraye. He had led a free and indepen- 
dent life from his boyhood ; for M. de Champfort, in 
no way destining him for an ecclesiastic, had placed 
him, on his arrival in America, with a friend at Mon- 
treal, or Ville Marie, as it was called, while it belonged 
to the French. There he grew up among the mixed 
French and English population, with the danger of at- 
tack from the Iroquois always impending, or else he 
was with his adopted father, when M. de Champfort 
thought it safe to summon him to the wild regions where 
only a few traders and fearless missionaries ventured to 
penetrate. 

Gtbvamie was now a naval officer, ardently attached 
to the country where he had found a career open to him, 
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which in France was closed against all not of noble 
birth, however distinguished their merits. M. de 
Champfort had been actuated by a benevolent impulse 
when he took the boy with him to America, rescuing 
him from the anger of a great family, which he had 
called down on himself ; and he was rewarded by find- 
ing that the lad had qualities which raised him far above 
his station, and which soon gained him a place very 
near hisbenefactor's heart. At this time M. de Champfort 
had not become a Recollet ; he entered the order later, 
beheving that thus he should carry on his missionary 
work more effectually : but he had never sought to in- 
fluence Gavamie ; beheving that if the vocation were 
there, it could not fail to show itself. Many months had 
passed since they had last met. M. de Champfort had 
been engaged in a mission to the Neutral nation, whom 
he hoped to gain access to through their terrible allies 
— the Iroquois. And the only news came of him through 
a chief whom Gavamie accidentally met, and asked if 
the Black Robe were safe in the lodges of the Neutral 
nation. The chief answered, " Other white men talk to 
us of beaver and moose, but this man speaks of the 
Great Spirit. The Great Spirit has sent him, for he 
speaks the tongue of the Iroquois tribes themselves ; 
and no white man can learn the tongue of HotinchiendL 
Whoever attacks the Black Robe, attacks all our tribe." 
Once more the remarkable talent of the missionary for 
languages had evidently stood him in good stead; 



Digitized by 



Google 



GAYAKNIE BOBBOWS A BOOK. 61 

and Giivamie could leave America at ease with regard 
to his friend. 

Just before M. de Champfort became a Becollet, he 
came into possession of considerable property, which 
greatly changed his position, but he had devoted him- 
self to missionary labours, and this accession of wealth 
could not divert him from his purpose of entering an 
order vowed to poverty. Yet he retained a fond aflfec- 
tion for his native country, and hoped to see his adopt- 
ed son return to ii Gtavamie accepted the donation 
which his friend made him of the greater part of his 
property almost with reluctance, since it was coupled 
with the condition of spending some time in France 
before deciding whether he would finally live there, or 
dispose of the estate, and return to America. As long 
as he had active employment in the American navy, he 
found a good reason for delaying the experiment ; but 
just when he chanced to be unemployed, he received 
information that the elder brother of M. de Champfort, 
a man noted even in Paiis for his profligate character 
and enormous debts, was attacking the donation and 
claiming the property. M. de Champfort had expected 
this from the first, but as some years had gone by be- 
fore he took this step, it was evident either that he was 
desperate with debt, or had obtained new arms. On 
this Gavamie came to France, and as one of the persons 
whose aid was essential to him was a notary of Ibar- 
raye, believed to be conversant with the secrets of half 
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the noble families in France, he took up his abode in 
the HtUe town with a view to superintending his affairs 
in person while he studied the country to which his 
friend in voluntary exile turned so fondly. As yet he 
thought that nothing would indace him to abandon his 
naval career and become a French landed proprietor. 
Every feudal abuse under which Canada was labouring 
— ^for feudal rights had been carefully secured when the 
province was ceded to the British — ^he saw carried to 
its farthest limits hera The iron bondage of all the 
inferior classes, the privileges of nobles who had ceased 
to earn them, the boundless profligacy, glossed over by 
that ddcence which Horace Walpole characteristically ad- 
mired, the infidelity, nowhere more undisguised than 
among the clergy, the sufferings of the poor, struck him 
with terrible force after his American life. He longed 
to escape from this hideous atmosphere, and counted 
the months which must elapse before he could return 
to America, even while he wished for his friend's sake 
that he could settle in Franco. 

As he returned from his first visit to Chateau Lestrelle, 
he called on his notary, whom he found from home, 
played a few games of billiards at the cafe where all the 
male population resorted to kill time, and then asked 
himself wearily how he was to pass the rest of his eve- 
ning, and how endure the long months which must 
elapse before his own business, and some which M. de 
Champfort had entrusted to him of a literary kind, was 
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terminated. The interest with which the events of the 
day had inspired him, the glimpses of high and low life 
that he had had, only made at this moment the present 
and future more dull and wearisome. As he sat in the 
room which he had hired, he recalled his interview with 
the Lestrelle family, wondering incredulously whether 
he should see as much of them as their cordial wel- 
come seemed to promise ; laughed at himself for hav- 
ing, in spite of all his prejudices, made his first friends 
in Ibarraye among the noblesse, even establishing him- 
self unawares under a noble's roof, and got up and 
looked into the darkening street below. 

Then he again asked himself how he should fill up his 
time for the next few hours, and, finding no answer, in 
despair summoned M. Luchon's brisk Uttle old house- 
keeper, Catherine, who waited on him, serving him with 
great alacrity, for his good looks had prepossessed her 
from the first in his favour, and besides, she found in 
his ignorance of Ibarraye prices an admirable opportu- 
nity for making a profit on everything that she pro- 
cured for him'. " One must lay up for old age," she 
would say; " it would be a sin not to use the chances that 
heaven sends us ;" and this pious view of the subject 
raised her peculations to the rank of merits. She had 
left the Abbe Bergerat, whose p^niiente she had been, 
because he was known to take so austere a view of in- 
nocent little practices like these, that, as she expressed 
it, poor folks could not live. "A large-sleeved priest 



Digitized by 



Google 



64 ON THS EDQE 07 THE 8T0BBL 

for me/' said Catherine, and she sought another priest, 
whose sleeves contained more toleration than those of 
M. Bergerai She came trotting in at Gayamie's sum- 
mons. 

"Monsieur, what can I do for you? What! you 
have already lighted the lamp? Fie then, that uses a 
great deal of oil ; this is how monsieur had to pay so 
much for oil last week, and it will be thus again, and 
the olives are scarce too, and as for beech nuts " 

" It wiQ not ruin me, I imagine," said Gavamie. 

And Catherine, reassured by this incautious speech, 
made a rapid mental calculation of how much she 
might add to his bill, and continued, " Monsieur knows 
that I slave and stint the eyes out of my head to save 
his pockei "What can I get for him now ?" 

" A book, my good Catherine. Has your master any 
books r 

"A book I Holy St. SeverinI what can a young man 
like M. le Capitaine want with a book ? He is not a 
savant, nor a priest, thank heaven, nor a lawyer. Young 
men should amuse themselves ; they should frequent 
the dance and win girls' hearts, that is what they are 
made for — ^men with eyes like monsieur. Ah, it is 
lucky for me I am an old woman 1" 

"I must not fall in love with you, Catherine, for I 
have heard you declare you never had married and never 
would." 

" True, monsieur. I might have married scores of 
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idmes," said Catherine, whose sixty years did not make 
her willing that her single state shotdd be snpx)osed a 
matter of necessity ; '* and as for that, if I chose, any 
day — ^but no I I know better. Monsieur knows how a 
priest was holding up the example of a holy saint to one 
of his penitents, who thought no one had ever had such 
afiiictions as himself, and told him that the holy man 
had borne this, that, and the other, an elephant's load 
of grief, monsieur. Says the penitent, *My father, was 
the holy saint ever married V 'Married! no my son.' 
•Alas, father, he knew not what trouble isT Ah, 
the priests they know better than to marry, and it seems 
even the blessed saints had not courage for that chas- 
tisement." / 
"Then you think men and women suffer equally?" 
" I do, monsieur," said Catherine, candidly, " but mon- 
sieur is too young to see that. If he will not go to the 
dance, he might frequent the theatre. We have had a 
beautiful play called * Les Victimes Cloitrees.' Ah, what 
barbarities there are in it — it is ravishing I All Ibarraye 
went to see it, and some one cried, ' Down with the con- 
vents I no more convents V It was never known who did 
it, and the police closed the theatre and arrested some 
of the actors, but now we have our states-general we 
shall have our play again. People desire it extremely, 
because it displeased the authorities." 

"Ah, is it so?" said Gavamie, thoughtfully, for know- 
ing the jealous watch kept over the stage by the Govem- 
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ment, and the timid dread of all actors lest they should 
call down displeasure on themselves, he rightly saw in 
this sudden leap into audadiy a startling sign of the 
time& 

''It is said that a noble gentleman made great inter- 
est to get this play acted here, but monsieur has not been 
here long enough to know about that, or why every one 
flocked to see it?'' 

"From sympathy with the cloistered victims ?" 

" Oh, no doubt ; though, for my part, I think convents 
a very good thing. What would you do with girls who 
are not rich or pretty enough for the world ? They can- 
not remain at home to be a discredit to their failiilies as 
old maids. But monsieur must know there is a chateau 
near here where the family are as noble as gold, but 
their nobility is all the gold they have among them, for 
they are as poor as the rats in Job's house. There is 
madame the marquis, the proudest woman in France, 
monsieur her son — ^bah 1 ask me not what I think of 
him — and three daughters. One of them falls in love 
with a cousin as poor as herself ; it is discovered. Quick I 
mademoiselle is sent off to a convent, weeping like a cut 
vine ; by this time she has taken the veiL The cousin 
rejoins his regiment, and the marquise is disembaiTassed 
of a daughter." 

Catherine stopped to take breath, but resumed before 
Gavamie could speak. " That is not all, monsieur I No I 
AU these demoiselles are destined to be nuns, having no 
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dowry ; but this one resisted, and the mother let the 
poor young things meet and make love, on purpose to 
gain a pretext for a scandal, which should make Mmlle. 
Genevieve glad to escape to a convent. Ah, she is as 
cruel as a Saracen — ^the Marquise de Si Xistl But mon- 
sieur is not listening?" 

"Yes, yes, my good Catherine," said Gavamie, who 
had started visibly ; " I was only thinking of old times. 
I did not know that family had estates here. St Xist — 
it is a Gascon family ?*' 

" Certainly ; they have an estate here ; and, indeed, it 
is all that remains to them. The rest has run away like 
water. Money always stands booted and spurred, ready 
for a journey ; but it never finds the road back again." 

" This marquis ? — a young man, you say ? Then his 
father is dead?" 

" It is all one as if he were alive. The present mar- 
quis chasse de racey I can tell you. His father over again, 
monsieur 1 If you knew the family formerly ** 

" I knew their name as a boy. I have been away long 
enough to have forgotten it. But my books, Cathe- 
rine!" 

" Bah, let the books go I As I was saying, this mar- 
quis is his father over again ; only not such a grand sei- 
gneur. But they say he is to marry the demoiselle at 
Chateau Lestrelle." / 

" Impossible 1" 

" They say so, monsieur." 
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** What, M. de Lestrelle give his only ohild to that 
manl" 

" No doubt the mothers have settled it, monsieur. It 
was decided before the young countess left her convent ; 
and I wonder for what they are waiting, for she is at 
home these six months ; and he is often there, paying 
his devoirs." 

" I beHeve I saw him to-day," said Gavamie, ^th more 
emotion than was easily accounted for. ** I did not re- 
cognise him. Fifteen years — ^K this report is true, I was 
mistaken in M. de Lestrelle. I thought I had found a 
man ; but he is only an aristocrat, after all " 

" So monsieur was bom in Gascony 1" 

" Who told you that, Catherine ? 

"Oh, monsieur spoke of knowing these St Xists, who 
are Gascons ; plague take them ! I daresay he knew no 
good of them ?" 

"As much as there was to know. But my books, 
Catherine?" 

"And where did monsieur see the marquis to-day?" 

"My books, Catherine!" 

'^JDiantre! monsieur is determined to have these books, 
it seems. Was he at Chateau Lestrelle to-day? They 
are good people, there — quoi /" 

"Are there any books in the house, or not?" 

" Oh, no doubt there are wagon-loads full, monsieur, 
only they may not be exactly what you want," said Cath- 
erine, driven to bay ; but determined, for the credit of 
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the house, that she would not acknowledge it did not 
contain everything that the lodger asked for. 

"Well, what are they, r 

"My master writes in them," said Catherine, recol- 
lecting M. Luchon's ledgera 

" Hem 1 Is there any one who wonld lend me a few 
volumes ? I would pay for the use of them." 

"Pay! Pay for reading books! Holy Virgin!" 
cried Catherine, in a shrill crescendo of amazement. 
"Who ever heard of such squandering of money? 
But stay, stay ; yes, I can get you a book ; a very large 
one ; if you like to pay something for having it Shall 
I fetch it? So monsieur was at Chateau Lestrelle this 
afternoon?" 

" But what is your book, Catherine T 

" Eh I I cannot say. Beading does not come at one's 
baptism ; but it must be a fine book ; it is so big. 
would monsieur think two sous too much to pay ?** 

" No, no ; only get it," said Gavamie ; thinking any- 
thing better than nothing : though rather expecting a 
breviary to be produced. Presently Catherine returned, 
lugging a folio, bound in old worm-eaten leather, and 
fastened with beautifully-worked silver clasps. She 
put it down with a triumphant air before him ; and 
panted with the eflfort of carrying it up stair& 

"There, monsieur, is that worth two sous?" 

" Any money," said Gavamie, much surprised to find 
that the huge volume was one of a very ancient English 



■Digitized by 



Google 



70 ON THE EDGE OF THE 8T0BM. 

translatioii of Plutarch's Lives, Bach as Shakspeare 
loved, and studied, and transferred into his " Antony 
and Cleopatra." " Thanks, my good Catherine ; where 
did yon get this ?" 

"Oh, from a neighbor. He is delighted that you 
should have it : only — ^the two sous, monsieur, it is so 
easy to forget little miseries like that." 

Oavamie gave them and unclasped the folio, while 
she stood looking at him, filled with self-reproach that 
she hfi^ not boldly doubled the price. 

"And monsieur really reads for his pleasure?" said 
she. " But why are books made ?" 

"Why?" said Gavamie, looking up and smiling, but 
finding it rather difficult to explain to an auditor so lit- 
tle prepared to understand ; " a friend of mind wrote a 
book, that the world might know all the wonderful 
things he had seen in his journeys." 

" He must have had very little to do if he could waste 
his time in blotting good paper," observed Catherine, 
and she went on with her chatter until she discovered 
that Gavamie was too much absorbed in his book to 
heed her. " Well, well," said she good-humouredly, " it 
is all right so long as monsieur is amused. The world 
must be coming to an end, though, when good-looking 
men waste their time over old books." 

Gavamie had hitherto been little of a reader, but he 
felt the charm which Plutarch's Lives have always pos- 
sessed. He found, too, an unexpected interest in it ; 
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some one had been studying it before him, there was 
loose leaves of translation into French, forgotten here 
and there between pages, or an occasional pencil mark ; 
words and whole sentences had eyidently been some- 
times nninteUigible to the reader. In his lonely, mo- 
notonous evenings, Ghivamie hailed this Httle additional 
faxst about his book with an interest that only such a 
dull life could have invested it with. He tried by not- 
ing the dull perplexing words and phrases, and by help 
of the translations, to discover something about the un- 
known student, and came to the conclusion that a 
FrenchmEin, Uttle versed in the insular tongue, had 
pored over the quaint old English. He wondered if it 
had been a scholar or priest^ or what or who had stud- 
ied the thick volume, and how long since, amusing him- 
self by constructing a romance for his unknown friend, a 
romance heightened by Catherine's constant evasions, 
when he asked whence she had procured the book. Af- 
ter a while his interest was stimulated by discovering a 
kind of cypher in the marks, inasmuch as some indicated 
approbation, others doubt, and the former never failed 
to appear at every noble and admirable passage, as if the 
student's imperfect knowledge of the language had 
been enlightened by an instinct which enabled him to 
divine the drift of all such passages. 

" Whoever my unknown may be," thought Gavamie, 
" he has a noble and generous mind," and as he turned 
the pages, he found himself glancing with an interest 
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for which he mocked afc himself, to see what traces the 
pencil of the reader had left The book had no name 
written in it, and the arms stamped on the coyer told 
him nothing, for he was ignorant of the art of Uazon, 
so important at that time in Europe, and perhaps some- 
what contemptuous of an art which the nobles proudly 
asserted no one could rightly learn but themselves. 
To any one else in Ibarraye, the golden star in an azure 
field would have revealed the owner of the Plutarch, 
and M. Luchon, his landlord, chancing to pay him a 
visit, remarked, " So M. le Comte has lent you one of 
his books. There are a great number in his rooms on 
the first floor." The mystery was almost solved ; the 
book belonged to M. de Lestrelle, and Catherine, with 
the prospect of gaining two sous, had not scrupled to 
lay hands on the volume, which by some chance had 
not even been locked up with the rest But as for the 
pencil marks, Gavamie declined to knock down his lit- 
tle 3*omance by admitting them to be only those of an 
old mvant, and he read on, evening after evening, with 
a curious double interest, constructing out of these in- 
dications the character of his fellow student, and look- 
ing for them as if they were the remarks of a friend at 
his side, one too who, from his choice of a book, must 
sympathize with the era opening for France. Classic 
subjects were then in the highest favour ; the dramas 
of Comeille and Racine were listened to by admiring 
crowds at the Theatre Fran9ais ; classical allusions 
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flowed from the lips and pens of all the most popnlar 
orators and authors, and the samts and martyrs, who 
had served as examples in the middle ages, gave way to 
the names of Brutus, Cato, and Themistodea Oavar- 
nie believed that whoever had read the Plutarch so dil- 
igently must be on the side which he himself had so 
ardently embraced, for, short as was the time he had 
spent in France, the powerful influences of the changes 
in progress had seized upon him, finding congenial soil 
in his early recollections and American training. 
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MAEOELLE. 

WALK through the streets of Ibarraye was 
not a cheerful thing. Here and there was a 
fine old house, once inhabited by some noble 
owner imtil the fashion of deserting the country for 
the court, which became a marked feature of French 
life as early as the reign of Henri Quatre, emptied the 
provincial chateaux. Now these houses in Ibarraye 
were let in flats, or inhabited by some of those innumer- 
able local authorities who swarmed in every town. For 
the most park the dwellings were mere hovels, where the 
inhabitants herded together like animals, living on 
wretched food, and often dying of sheer want. Next 
door to some old mansion would be a rag and bottle 
shop ; the broken windows were so small, that light 
could scarcely penetrate through the leaded casements ; 
pavements were unknown, as were lamps and gutters : 
everywhere dirt and misery reigned, though the bright- 
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coloured ragged garments hung out to dry gave a cer- 
tain picturesqueness to the scene. The poorer classes 
had a starved, haggard look, for the late famine had been 
a cruel time, lessening the population by hundreds, and 
those who had struggled through it looked pinched 
and sickly. Food and clothing were too costly to be 
easily come by. Beggars swarmed in the streets, al- 
though in a preceding reign a great eflfort had been 
made to destroy mendicancy in France by hanging 
several thousand people convicted of living on alms. 
Maimed or aged soldiers sat watching with piteous anx- 
iety for a chance sou ; ragged children crouched at 
the doors, or slipped out into the country to steal tur- 
nips at the risk of a cruel flogging from the pubhc exe- 
cutioner if detected. There was no commerce, no life, 
no activity. 

Gavarnie used to walk up and down the town, and 
drink in deep draughts of indignation against the no- 
bles and the government as he looked about him. 
Once, by the way of variety, he noticed a stir near the 
prison ; two sergeants, in white coats with yellow 
facings, came out and spoke roughly to a gathering knot 
of people, who instantly sank their voices and slunk 
away cowed ; Gavarnie heard one man mutter something 
like a threat under his breath, and delighted by even 
so small a sign of courage as this, stopped him, and 
asked what was going on. The man was a weaver : 
his pale face assumed an alarmed and suspicious look, 
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and he answered sulkily, "Nothing of any importance, 
monsienr." 

"But something has happened?" 

" Monsieur had better ask the Pere Joseph, there," 
and while Gavamie looked to see who was meant, the ^ 

weaver hurried away, and was soon throwing his shuttle 
behind one of the low windows, and congratulating 
himself on having escaped an evident snare to entrap 
him into e3q)ressed discontent. 

Pere Joseph had no such fear. He was the begging 
brother from a neighboring monastery of Capuchins, 
a stout, middled-aged man, with a carroty head, and 
large red ears. The Capuchins apparently fared well, 
whatever their poorer neighbors did ; for he was plump 
and rosy, as well as very dirty, and rang his little bell i 

with an air of authority, very sure that he could levy 
toll on the housewives, whatever their husbands 
thought of having to maintain the brotherhood. Ga- 
vamie addressed himself to him, as the weaver had ad- 
vised. 

" Eh, eh ? there is nothing amiss, only an old sor- 
cerer has hung himself imprison." 

" Yes, yes, we all knew there was something wrong 1^ . 

when he came first out of the cagot's door," added a ' ! 

woman. "I tol^ the neighbors that old Pastorau was 
a sorcerer when he came out through that accursed 
doorway, the first of all, and no harm happened to 
him." • 
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Gavamie remembered an old shepherd who had 
stood by amongst the crowd at the fete, and asked, 
" Was it a sunburned, tall old man, with a long staff?" 

" Yes, yes, that was he. No one else would be the 
first to come out." 

" Well, he has hung himself, and there will be the 
trouble of getting a dead dog to bury with him under 
the gallows, that is all," said the Capuchin. 

"No that is found already," cried a child's shrill eager 
voice, as a ragged urchin came up to hear what the 
stranger was asking. " The sorcerer's dog would not 
stir from the prison door after they clapped the old 
man inside, and he annoyed every one with his howling, 
so they have knocked him on the head, and he will do 
to bury with the wizard." 

" The old rogue cast a spell on the cattle of the con- 
vent of Maugarde," added Pere Joseph, with a hearty 
laugh at the misfortunes of a rival establishment. " He 
owned it when threatened with the question^ and would 
doubtless have had his deserts if the evil one had not 
been in a hurry to have him, and wrung his neck last 
night. Monsieur will have a little something for us, 
hein V and he held out his hand, with something be- 
tween cajolery and command. 

An ironical old proverb, which he must have heard in 
his childhood, had flashed into Gavamie's mind, " Ri- 
gour of Toulouse, humanity of Eouen, justice of Paris," 
and unheeding the monk's appeal, he turned away with 
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-un abraptness which gave a far from favourable im- 
pression of him to the Capuchin, who shook his great 
head, and went grumbling into a house near. 

The streets became insupportable to Gavamie after 
thi& He could not get rid of the thought of the old 
shepherd, whose venerable locks he had admired at the 
fete, and his poor faithful dog, both equally murdered, 
and sharing one dishonoured grave. 

" At least they have got out of the way of these ani- 
mals of monks," muttered Gavamie, as he past out of 
Ibarraye into the valley. It was a green, fertile vale, 
but at every st^ep he met with fresh food for his indigna- 
tion. The roads were almost impassable, as all mend- 
ing was done by unwilling peasants, called from the la- 
bour by which they gained a scanty livelihood, to work 
for their lord. It was part of the tenure by which 
they held then* lands, no rent being paid, but it was a 
detested service, attended with great hardships, and of- 
ten unjustly enforced, and the peasants were weak and 
spiritless with poor and insuificient food. Just now, 
too, since the States General had assembled, great un- 
certainty prevailed as to what the working classes were 
obliged to do, especially in remote parts of France, 
where the news of changes came slowly and imperfectly. 
The fields through which Gavamie passed produced 
comparatively nothing, and were devastated by the pig- 
eons which only nobles had a right to keep, and the 
rabbits which they alone might shoot; weeding was 



Digitized by 



Google 



MABCELLE. 79 

forbidden, lest the young partridges should be dis- 
turbed, and no farmer might turn com land into pas- 
ture, or pastiure into corn land. Every change inter- 
fered with some right of nobles or ecclesiastics, and 
improvements were literally impossible under the ac- 
tual system ; every step was impeded by restrictions, 
j&nes, and taxes, paid by the peasants and poorer bour- 
geois, for not only were the nobles and clergy exempt, 
but even a bourgeois escaped if he were rich enough to 
mener un train ndtley as they said, and all inhabitants of 
towns could in a great measure escape taxation. Had 
the people murmured, it would have been held as 
treason. When Boussault in one of his plays ventured 
to write a couplet where the subjects of Crcesus im- 
plored him to relieve them of certain burdens, not an 
actor would consent to utter it, lest the king and court 
should take offence at so disrespectful an idea ; and 
the lines were finally changed to an expression of hum- 
ble admiration. Times had indeed changed since then, 
but the people had hardly yet realized their own wretch- 
ed condition, for they were completely ignorant, and 
ground down with misery till there was no heart nor 
hope left in them. A few could read, however ; here 
and there a village cure would turn schoolmaster, and 
teach a little reading and even writing. The cure of 
Ibarraye, M. Bergerat, was one who did so ; but he was 
beginning to foresee the approaching storm, and dread 
lest his parishioners should use their learning to study 
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Yoltaire and Bonssean, whose works were contintiall j 
Bmnggled into the parish, though he had denounced one 
colportenry who was in consequence working in the 
galleys. Yet still the little books were brought in and 
read, and the cure knew that he had excited great ani- 
mosity by what he had done. The man's wife and 
children had knelt weeping at his feet in vain to implore 
him to spare the colporteur, but the thought of them 
or of him never troubled the cure, for what he did was 
done as a necessary duty, and regret would have seemed 
to him a sin. Yet he was a man with qualities rare and 
fine, a self -sacrificing, austere, devoted man. The work 
of a cure in a country parish such as Ibarraye is far 
from Hght, when done as M. Bergerat did it. Half a 
league of crag and ravine would separate two huts, 
with perhaps a dying man in each anxiously watching 
for M. le Cure : with the town he had nothing to do, 
but those of his peasant parishioners in health gave 
him even more to do than the sick, for the latter 
were at least likely to be found at home when he 
reached their cottages, while the former were scattered 
in a hundred directions, in the fields, in the forests, 
tending the goats and pigs, carrying corn to the sei- 
gneurial miU, the only one where grain might be ground, 
or bread to the seigneurial oven, where alone it might 
be baked. They grew up almost heathens in their des- 
olate, dangerous mountain vaUeys, meeting at church 
indeed for the great feast, chiefly from traditional rev- 
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the first time on their death-beda The Abbe Bergerat^ 
himself a peasant's son, knew aU this and much more, 
and spent his life in warfare with the evil around him, 
labouring with fierce zeal that would alike hare sent an- 
other 'to the stake, or led him there to suffer unflinch« 
ingly himsell He was essentially a lonely man ; had 
he been &ther or husband, he would have been just as 
isolated ; he had no friends, no interests beyond his 
calling. The &natiGal temper of the cure and the 
placid toleration of M. de Lestrelle were so opposed 
that each dreaded and disliked the other as much as 
two men possibly could. 

Gavamie met M. Bergerat striding rapidily along the 
the same path as himself, only in an opposite direction, 
and noticed the eager, impetuous way in which he has- 
tened on, the stout staff grasped in one hand, the bre- 
viary clutched under his arm, the threadbare cassock, 
each and all of these trifies revealing the character of 
the man. Their mutual glances were not friendly, but 
they bowed slightly as they passed each other. Gavar- 
nie saw the cure pause a little further on, and enter in- 
to conversation with some quarrelsome boys, herding a 
few lean cattle, which fared iU enough, as by law the 
cows of a neighbouring convent had the start of them 
for an hour every day in the pasture. The quarrel 
ceased, and the boys seemed listening respectfully, but 
Gavarnie was unreasonably inclined to think that a 
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priest's ixiflaence must needs be mischieyoas. He hard- 
ly knew that he had taken the way to Chateau Lestrelle 
until he found himself outside the iron gates, surmount- 
ed by a gilded deirice representing an ornate L, and then 
he thought it was but courteous to respond to the invi- 
tation given him in his former visit, and pay another. 

Only Maroelle was in the salon, where he was ushered 
with as much ceremony as if he had been a duke. She 
rose to meet him, and her sweet grave welcome made 
him feel that she was receiving him, not as a stranger, 
but as her uncle's friend. " Let my mother know that 
M. Qtivamie is here, Andre. My father will rejoice to 
hear more of your American forests, monsieur ; I will 
call him. Mon pereT she added, slightly raising her 
voice, and Gavamie saw M. de Lestrelle in the adjacent 
room, the door of which was open, so busy at a table 
that his only reply was, " By-and-by, by-and-by, my child. 

See, Bemadou, the proportions are these " and then 

Gavamie perceived, with great surprise, that the second 
person, bending over something with interest equal to 
that of M. de Lestrelle, was the cagot carpenter. 

"Has monsieur your father inspired this young man 
with his own tastes, madame ?" 

" In some degree," she answered. " Bemadou spends 
much time out of doors, when not engaged with his trade ; 
and his affection for my father led him to seek rare plants, 
until he learned to love the search for its own sake. 
They are making experiments now on different lichens — 
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Httle moss-like plants— one of which papa thinks will 
give a beantifal claret colour for the dyer ; and that will 
offer a new means for Bemadou to make money ; and 
perhaps others of his race may also learn how to pre- 
pare it ; and if once they become valuable to the world, 
they will cease to be mere outcasts." 

" Veronique q)oke mysteriously of some secret known 
to her and her brother, which made it worth that fat lit- 
tle man's while to protect her — ^Luchon, in whose house 
I am lodging. I had fancied it possible that some gleam 
of manliness and charity had moved him.'' 

" Oh, monsieur, you cannot have seen much of M. Lu- 
chon. Veronique is only precious in his eyes because 
she and Bemadou alone supply him with their dyes." 

''He is then a manufacturer? Yet I see no factories 
in Ibarraye." 

"No, monsieur ; but he buys these powders, made he 
knows not of what, and sells them for much money to 
German and Swiss merchants. My father had hoped to 
obtain for these cagots privileges equal to those of other 
peasants." 

"Poor vn-etches ! Is that their highest aspiration?" 
muttered Gavamie. 

" But are our peasants worse off than those of other 
countries ?" 

"I do not know what those of Germany and Russia 
endure, and the Canadians are still oppressed by feudal 
rights ; but to me the French peasantry seem woi*se off 
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than beasts of burden ; for when men have driven the 
cattle till their strength is worn out, they kill them ; while 
the peasants linger on in their misery till death comes." 

"But why are they worse off than elsewhere?" 

" How can they be anything but horribly ill off in 
every respect, when the privileged classes take every- 
thing to themselves worth taking ; and the whole bur- 
den of taxes taMa on the poor ?" 

" But, monsieur," said Marcelle, recalling the lessons 
always taught her, " these nobles take their share by de- 
fending the kingdom with their sword, while that of the 
clergy is to defend it by their prayers." 

She had always heard this put forward as so undoubt- 
ed a truth, that she was much startled by Gavamie's 
impetuous exclamation of "How can you use such a 
worn-out fiction as a serious argument? For years the 
nobles have done nothing, and the clergy alijdost as httle I 
If ever there was anything in that argument, it lost its 
force long ago. The people are beginning to feel that, 
and some day they will prove judges from whom there 
is no appeal, and avengers without mercy. What can 
they do but imitate, coarsely and violently, what they 
have had impressed upon them as the rights of the rul- 
ing powers for centuries?" 

"I do not know. I never thought of it thus. Does 
it seem so to a stranger ?" 

" I dare not tell you what it seems to me. Bather tell 
me what your excellent father tried to do for the cagots." 
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Marcelle looked as if she would 'wiUinglj have pnr- 
saed the new subject of thought presented to her ; but 
she continued : " When it was clear that all attempts to 
better their condition only brought such ill-will upon 
them, that all, except Bemadou, considered my father 
as their enemy» rather than their bene&ctor, he was 
greatly disappointed, and cast about for other means of 
serving them. To teach them some trade which would 
not interfere with any one, seemed the best plan. But 
whom to teach ? Just then Bemadou came to repair 
the staircase in the hall ; you must look at it, monsieur ; 
it is worth while ; and papa learnt to know him, and 
lent him books, finding that he could read.'' 

" And how came this young man to be so superior to 
the rest of his people ?" 

" His father gained money, I know not how, and thus 
could pay for his son's learning to be a carpenter ; 
though it is very costly, papa says, to apprentice a 
boy ; and sons generally follow the trade of their fa- 
ther." 

"Exactly; and it is treason for a man to wish 
for the chance of rising a step in the social lad- 
der." 

'* Ah, monsieur, see what it is to talk to a republican 1 
Every word I say adds fuel to your indignation against 
this poor aristocratic France," said Marcelle, smiling, 
and the smUe which answered hers advancedthier friend^ 
ship considerably. 
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'' Oontiziae, pray, madame ; I will try to give a bet- 
ter impression of American mannera" 

'' Well, then, Bemadou's father was ambitious for his 
son, and sent him away to learn his trade, and he re- 
turned, having learnt that and much more ; but I know 
not whether it has not made him more unhappy than 
the other cagots." 

" Better so than live an existence duller than a beast's, 
and too brutish^ too hopeless to look forward even to an- 
other life/' cried Gavamie. 

'' Yes, you are right," answered MarcellCy after the 
pause with which it seemed her habit to receive a new 
idea, and her glance kindled as she answered. 

" I gather that M. de Lestrelle instructed Bemadou, 
as the most hopeful of his proteges in making these dyes 
which no doubt he discovered in his botanical studies." 

''Yes, monsieur, only the first dye came from a receipt 
long handed down in our family for colouring woollen 
stuffs, such as some of our ancestors wore when they 
came to France, and such as are still worn in Scotland, I 
believe." 

" Are you, then^ of Scotch desoeni" 

"My great-great-grandmother was Scotch. Her 
father was one of the Archer band, whom you must 
have heard of, who fought the English, those cruel 
enemies of their coimtry, on French soiL My grand- 
mother was a Colbert" 

** Colbert. Ah, I recollect, the great minister." 
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^ Oh, lie was in no way related to ns," said Marcelle, 
hastily, and colouring ; ''he wonld have set np that 
daim, but it is qnite unfounded." 

** That is a pity. It is a noble association.'' 

Marcelle looked astonished beyond words to find that 
the absence of connexion with the plebeian minister 
seemed to Gavamie a matter of regret. His extraordi- 
dary views were bewildering. After a momentary, 
half-offended pause, she continued, " This ancestress, 
liHas Colbert, brought her old nurse with her, who 
had this receipt, and it has never been forgotten." 

"And you belong to those wandering Scots?" said 
Gavamie, who had wondered what he had said to pro- 
duce the brief change of expression. 

"Yes, and that, I think, is why I long so much to 
wander. Ah, how delightful it must be to travel far out 
into the world, and see new sights and hear new lan- 
guages I I think the world must be so grand and wide, 
if one could but get into it I used to try to picture 
America to myself in the convent" 

" Oh, you were brought up in a convent?" 

" Of course, monsieur," answered Marcelle, in fresh 
surprise, for it was so customary to educate girls of her 
rank in convents, that she could hardly imagine having 
been brought up elsewhere. " But my aunt did not like 
having pensionaires, and there were only a few whom 
she received as a favour, such as the demoiselles de Si 
Xisi 
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"A conyentl It sounds a lovely, innocent life ; I can 
imagine its attractions." 

"Can you, monsieur ? I hope that my pictures of the 
world are truer than I fancy yours of a convent life ; 
but no, both are too lovely ; it is only unknown things 
that are beautiful, I think," she added, and the same 
look came over her face which had darkened it during 
Gavanxie's former visit, but it passed away in a lovely, 
beaming smile, as he answered, 

" I fear that the lesson of the asdepia has been for- 
gotten. But will you tell me what life in your convent 
wasHke?" 

"Oh, monsieur, do not misunderstand. Doubtless 
there are communities of most holy, devout women, 
whose prayers keep the world from growing worse and 
worse ; but ours — my aunt was a great lady, and she 
and the prioress were not good friends ; each thought 
her own famify the noblest, and sought to find some 
blot in the other's pedigree, and then the mere-prieure 
could not forgive my aunt for objecting to her having 
the war-cry of her house engraved on the prioress' staff : 
she said it was mere jealousy that made my aunt object." 

" And what was this device ?" asked Gavamie, amused 
by these revelations. 

" * Slay all I' monsieur, and my aunt thought it unbe- 
coming to a nun. You laugh, so I know that I am 
telling you silly trifles, but admit that it is difficult to 
idealize such mi»h^* 
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**Tour companions — ^you liked them?*' 

" I liked them becanse I had to live with them." 

" Sometimes the strongest reason for ayersLon, I ima- 
gine." 

''Oh, there were none worth hating. The two de* 
moiselles de Lannay were good little things, only they 
spent so much time in counting each other's freckles in- 
stead of studying the art of blazon, that they were con- 
tinually in penitence." 

" Ah, that is what you study in convents ?" 

" Certainly, and theology, as the abbess was anzioiis to 
guard us against Jansenism ; and a little history and 
Italian, and, of course, French and Italian genealo- 
gies." 

" And drawing?" added Ghiyamie ; unable to hide a 
smile at this catalogue. 

"No, my father has shown me the little that I know, 
since my return home," 

" And English ?" said Gavarnie, stooping to examine 
a large volume, which she had laid down beside her on 
the floor as he entered. He started in great surprise as 
he saw the title ; it was the second yolume of his ' Plu- 
tarch.' 

" Oh, no," said Marcelle, without noticing how eager- 
ly he was about to speak, " my aunt would have thought 
that an heretical study. But when I came home, papa 
wished me to acquire it, because his Scotch ancestor's 
tongue resembled it ; but it is yery difficult ; the words 



Digitized by 



Google 



90 OK THE EDGB OV THE STOBM. 

hiss like water on hot iron, or groan so, that I think 
those who use them must be a very melancholy people. 
Do you know this language, monsieur ?" 

" Certainly, since in a great part of America nothing 
else is spoken." 

*' Ah, I had forgotten that. And my uncle, who learns 
languages so easily, of course he speaks it, too. I had 
meant to ask you so much about him, and I have wast- 
ed the time in speaking of things of no interest'' 

Gavamie made no reply. He was hesitating whether 
to tell her of his last studies, and ask if she were his un- 
known fellow-student. His silence surprised Marcelle, 
who supposed he would have made some exquisitely 
courteous, sentimental answer, as would the young men 
whom she saw when they came and paid their devoirs to 
Mma de Lestrelle. After a moment's doubt, she decid- 
ed that she preferred Gavamie's silence : and added, 
" He writes so seldom ; he cannot know how precious 
his letters are.*' 

"Until quite lately there was but one annual chance 
of sending home letters." 

" I only saw him once, when he came to Belleisle — 
the convent, I mean — and I was summoned to the par- 
lour to see him ; but I never forgot it. Tell me of his 
missions ; are the Iroquois still as terrible as when they 

murdered his friend, M. de Gerzy ? No, do not tdl 

me about it," she added, very hastily ; and turning as 
white OB a chestnut-flower, on Gavarnic's beginning some 
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words relating to the murder. He looked at her^ and 
saw that she was trembling. 

" I know that I am a coward. If I had lived in the 
times of the martyrs, I should have apostatized/' she 
said, with a strange bitter candour, as if she despised 
herself so much that it was indifferent to her whether 
others did so. 

" You may be a coward beforehand ; you will never 
be one when you have to act/' said Gavamie. 

But the instinct of reserve had regained the upper 
hand ; and waiving the subject, she said, " I know that 
my uncle has gained wonderful influence over the Iro- 
quois, though they used formerly to lie in wait, day and 
night, to destroy him." 

" They always respected him as a magician, and called 
him the Great Devil (that is a high compliment in 
their language) and when, after the horrible death of 
M. de Gerzy, he still went fearlessly among them, they 
let him come and go unharmed; from absolute amazement 
at his courage. Happily the great chief Totinahaghe 
fell ill, and implored the Great Devil to come and cure 
him, as his last hope. His cure made the Iroquois 
friendly — a vast step. One part of my errand to France 
was to have printed a grammar of their language, which 
he compiled for the use of other missionaries : an inval- 
uable work. He is beloved by aUthe tribes allied to the 
Iroquois ; though no other Black Eobe is received among 
them." 
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'* Ah, yes ; what a good man he is I — and to think of 
all he went through before patting this project into ex- 
ecution!" 

"I have often wished to know something of his early 
life, but he never speaks of it." 

" He would not betray how cruel his family were ; 
even my grandmother, who is a saintly person, could not 
forgive his neglect of Ooutt favour; she thought he 
would rise early to be a bishop, through the influence of 
his family. But even before he entered the religious 
life, he devoted himself to the poor of Paris ; gathering 
them for catechizing, and conveying them to the hospit- 
als, and kissing their wounds out of humility : and when 
my grandfather, with whom he then lived, refused to 
have any of his scholars brought to the house, my uncle 
hired a large shed, and continued his holy work. But 
how the opposition, the reproaches of his family, must 
have grieved him I And when he decided to go to Amer- 
ica, it was much worse. How unlike him my other un- 
cle is I" 

" I have seen him," answered Gavarnie, shortly. 

Here M. de Lestrelle entered, having dismissed the 
cagot, who went away, looking happy and joyfoL After 
warmly welcoming Gavarnie, IVL de Lestrelle looked 
round with an evident expectation of finding his wife in 
the room, which reminded Marcelle that she had ac- 
corded the visitor the unheard-of favour of a tke-Ortete. 
Unheard-of, yet she could not regret it. Presently Mme. 
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de Lestrelle appeared, in charming toilette, just arrived 
from Paris, which had engrossed her so much that she 
could not come a moment sooner. The conversation 
tamed on Bemadou and the experiments, diverging 
again to M. de Champfort ; and Marcelle imparted the 
information that English was spoken in America. On 
which Mme. deXestrelle exclaimed, " Ah, monsieur, then 
you can teach my daughter this extraordinary bourgeois 
language, which her father wigihes her to acquire." 

Gavamie bowed his readiness to give all the informa- 
tion in his power ; marvelling inwardly at the facilities 
thrown in his way for intimacy at the chateau, and half 
angry at himself for the pleasure which it gave him. 
When he left, M. de Lestrelle walked through the park 
with him, and detained him for a few minutes at the 
gate, to ask him a few more questions about Montreal ; 
and bade him soon return and read English with Mar- 
celle. Gavamie parted from him, charmed by the gra- 
cious kindness and simple courtesy of this family. He 
Lad imagined aristocrats far different, and vainly sought 
to recal his old burning aversion to them ; but though 
it was in general only the inferior noblesse who thought 
it proper to be haughty, he might have entered many 
households without finding one like the Lestrelles'. 

As he walked back to Ibarraye, he passed the boys 
whom the cure had spoken •to in the morning. One 
had an alphabet on his knees, and was with slow finger 
following the letters. Tlie Capuchin father was stand- 
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ing bj, laughiog, and making the other boys laugh too. 
" What a little fool thou art I" he was saying, " dost 
thou not know that the king has ordered a new tax to 
be laid upon all who can read? Will reading fill thy 
stomach ? Will it buy thee a jacket ? will it put a rouge 
Hard in thy pocket, heinf Tell me that, thou ass! — 
tell me that, I say." 

The boy would not look up. Pere Joseph added, 
" Dost thou love thy cure so much that thou wilt spend 
thy time over his black and white scratches ? Art thou 
not Pierre Dubois' nephew, whom he had sent to prison 
last autumn ?" 

" I hate him, but X will learn the croix ^ (alphabet), 
answered the boy sullenly. 

"•When thou canst read, thou art sure of a good din- 
ner, and a good number in the conscription, no doubt," 
pursued the Capuchin. "What dost thou expect to 
gain by it?" 

" Perhaps what I have," interrupted Gavamie. " I 
am a peasant's son, and if I had not learnt to read, I 
should be no better than my father and grandfather, 
or a lazy monk, living on alms, which is worse." 

And he strode on, while the lads stared after the man 
who declared that he was a peasant's son, and yet 
looked and spoke like one of the noblesse. 
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CHAPTER Yn. 

A BIBTHDAT AT GHATBAU LEBTBELLE. 

I HE fete day of M. de Lestrelle was an event 
always celebrated by his family, his friends, 
and his tenants, with joyons solemnity. Mar- 
celle had never been at home on this occasion until the 
year when she quitted her convent, and her presence 
added a double importance to it in the eyes of her future 
tenantry. All the preparations — which were always sup- 
posed to be a surprise, and totally unexpected by M. de 
Lestrelle — were this year entrusted to her, Mme. de Les- 
trelle reserving herself for the afternoon, when friends 
came from far and near to bring their good wishes, for 
this part of the fete was what she chiefly enjoyed, while 
that which gave her husband the truest pleasure was 
the early part of the day, when his numerous tenants 
flocked to the chateau. 

Even the poorest never failed to bring some token of 
good will, eagerly offered and cordially received, and 
M. de Lestrelle had bidden Gavamie come and witness 
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the scene, Bmiling quietly to himself, as he suspected 
that it would give him a glimpse into friendly relations 
between lord and dependent which he had no concep- 
tion existed. 

Gavamie came accordiugly. Early as he arrived, 
the great hall, garlanded and decorated, was already 
more than filled by a crowd of men, women, girls, lads, 
and little children, a mass of brilliant scarlet hoods, 
yellow shawls, and black skirts ; a hum of voices and 
laughter rose from the throng ; the joyous, fearless 
Beamais nature making the poorest bare-footed pea- 
sant in the hall perfectly at his ease, and assured that 
he was the equal of any in the land, even of his own 
seigneur, a much greater man than King Louis in his 
eyes. There was a constant movement in the hall, as 
friends and relations recognised one another, meeting 
perhaps for the only time that year at this gathering, or 
made their way to the upper e Jd to address their mas- 
ter and his wife, who sat beside him in smiling gracious- 
ness, and in fete-day toilette whose Parisian daintiness 
contrasted amusingly with the rustic though brilliant 
costumes of the peasants. Marcelle, standing near, 
wore a dress modelled on the costume of the district, a 
compliment to her future dependents which they did 
not fail to recognise. 

Gavamie looked on with great pleasure and surprise. 
Such a scene as this had never come before him in his 
young days in France, for the land around his birth- 
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place belonged to a seigneur of a very different type to 
M. de Lestrelle. He watched the friendly words which 
passed between M. de Lestrelle and the saccessive 
groups who made their way up to him, and the kindly 
pleasure with which their humble offerings were accept- 
ed, and marked the questions and remarks, which 
showed an intimate knowledge of their concerns ; and 
in spite of his indination to dislike power on one side, 
and dependence on the other, he could not but be 
touched and struck by this form of it 

He said something of the kind to Marcelle, by whom 
he stood. She looked at him with smiling suiprise. 
" This is one of your American ideas, monsieur," she 
answered. " To me the dependence of which you speak 
seems natural and right, since Heaven has created rich 
and poor. Say then, my good Bachel,'' she added, to a 
woman with sparkling black eyes, dose by," does it 
seem hard to you that some should be bom rich and 
some poor ?" 

"No, dear demoiselle," answered the woman, briskly, 
in the patois which Marcelle had used. " One must 
take the world as it is made ; the archbishop's mule gets 
blessings and the poor man's blowa** 

Marcelle laughed like Gavamie, but persisted.. "Still, 
monsieur, though that is not what I expected Bachel to 
say, this state of things seems to be most natural and 
touching, and sure to appeal to the best feelings of a 
superior. See, the happiness of all this crowd is in my 
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father's hand ; knowing this, conld he fail to study their 
welfare ?' 

" True ; but had he been otherwise, had he preferred 
to make them miserable, or even merely to leave them 
at the mercy of a steward V 

" Ah, I cannot argue to-day," said Marcelle, brightly ; 
" I am too happy. G' est jour de soleU. It is my other's 
fete ; my mother looks younger and prettier than ever : 
only look at her, monsieur I Ah, she sees that we speak 
of her, she smiles. All these people are glad to assem- 
ble here out of pure love for my father. "We have been 
decking the hall all this morning ever since dawn, and 
I expect to see my dear old nurse. Is not that enough 
to put arguments out of one's head ? And besides, 
there will be dancing." 

" Do you then love dancing ?" asked Gavamie in some 
surprise. 

"Certainly I love it. I am a Beamaise ? By-and-by 
there wiU be dancing in the park, but first comes din- 
ner, and that is a serious matter which cannot be 
hurried over, at least so the older people would say : 
and before that my father gives as many gifts as he is 
years old, to the poorest and most aged people on our 
lands, and dowries to seventeen young girls in honour 
of me ; next year it will be seventy-seven for him and 
eighteen for me," said MarceUe, counting on the future 
with the certainty of one whose life had never been 
troubled by loss or grief. " See, that old man is the 



Digitized by 



Google 



A EIBTHDAY AT CHATEAU LBSTBELLB. 99 

first to daim his gift He oomes from Los Alvero- 
dos, that distant valley where the inhabitants are so 
poor." 

''I know it I am learning to know all the district. 
It is there that the winter storms rage so pitilessly." 

" When were you there ?" 

" Last week, retoming from Andes." 

''From Andes I Could you really reach both in one 
dayr 

''Oh, I am accustomed to divining short cuts. I 
could find my way in the dark for miles round Ibar- 
raye now." 

"I think you always consider the chances of a flight, 
or an ambuscade of enemies," said Marcelle, laughing. 
" One would think we Uved among your Indians." 

She Httle knew that there were even worse dangers 
at hand, or how much was to hang on Gavamie's inti- 
mate knowledge of that neighbourhood. 

The crowd had fallen back, so as to make way for the 
old grey-headed peasant to approach the upper end of 
the hall where M. de Lestrelle and his wife sat He 
looked older than his seigneur, and for half a lifetime 
they had exchanged annual good wishes and jokes, 
with that hearty gaiety of Beam of which M. de Les- 
treUe had his fuU share. Mme. de Lestrelle had gra- 
cious smiles and words for all, she was the perfection 
of great alady ; but MarceUe was at home in the simple 
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throng as if she had been one of them. If was her office 
to bestow the dowries on the girls who had been chosen 
this year, and to Gayamie's renewed surprise, she 
showed the same intimate knowledge of their afiEairs as 
did her father. He remarked on it to her when the 
last girl had retired, after kissing her hand with ener- 
getic gratitude, falting back into the crowd where a 
black-eyed man pressed up to her, with a bronzed face 
all glowing with joy. 

^* Tes, assuredly I know all about them ; we do not 
give our gifts at haphazard. I learn aU that I can of 
them, and often these good people come to my father, 
or to me, for he likes me to see them and know them 
all, and thus I learn their needs. You see, monsieur, 
we have our way of helping our fellow-creatures ; al- 
though I do believe you think that no one concerns him- 
self with it but your philanthropists who write and make 
orations !" 

At this moment, before he could reply to her playful 
challenge, Gavamie was beckoned by M. de Lestrelle, 
who wanted to introduce him to his old protege, and 
the mutual esteem and aJBfection between the lord and the 
dependent again struck Gavamie, who was in a mood to 
be pleased with everything, and dehghted by the new 
aspect in which he saw Marcelle, though what he be- 
held could not shake his deep-rooted conviction of the 
mischievous nature of the system. 

"You saw that little drama?" said M. de Lestrelle, 
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presently. " Marcelle has made a good girl and an hon- 
est man very happy." 

" Oh, your miller and his Sabine I" said Mma de Lea- 
trelle. " M. le Comte has just been telling me their Ut- 
tie romance, monsieur. Ask Marcelle to tell it you. 
Did you see the girl kiss her hand with tears of joy ? 
An idyll for Mme. DeshouHeres ; it recalled to me the 
last yaudeville that I saw before leaving Paris. 

She seemed to think the whole afiair had been got up 
for her special entertainment Qavamie tamed to Mar- 
celle to ask the story of Sabine and her handsome lover. 
Marcelle's face brightened with pleasure at the name. 

'' She is such a good girl, monsieur, but poor ; she 
too is from Los Alveredos, and last spring the melting 
snows swept away great part of her father's HtUe plot of 
ground, and the parents of Martin would not consent to 
the marriage, for they are old and he maintains them 
both, and of course he could not marry against their 
wiU." 

" Are sons and daughters so obedient in his rank as 
well as those of higher birth?" 

" O yes, certainly," said Marcelle, a sudden shadow fall- 
ing on her face, as if some painful thoughts had been 
aroused. "They were very miserable; and I heard of it, 
and sent for Sabine, and my father saw Martin's parents, 
and found that a dowry, especiaUy since he advocated 
the marriage — Oh, look at that little creature!" she 
broke off, as a bare-footed child made her way up to the 
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chair of M. de Lestrelle, and kissed his hand and that of 
his wife, turning afterwards to do the same to Marcelle, 
after which she laid a basket containing two pigeons at 
her seigneur's feet, saying, in lisping, childish tones, 
"My grandmother sends her humble reverence to M. le 
Comte, and asks his pardon that she is too lame to come 
himself and begs him to forgive her if she has done 
wrong in keeping pigeons. She sends M. le Comte her 
best^ and prays for his life and happiness." 

" Thank your grandmother, my little one," said M. de 
Lestrelle, " and tell her I thank her for her message and 
gift." 

"WillM. le Ck)mte allow us to keep our pigeons?" 
asked the child, lifting anxious eyes to his face. Evi- 
dently she had learned the message by heart, and add- 
ed this on her own account 

" Assuredly, my child. Every one in Prance is now 
at liberty to do so." 

" Grandmother said that was all nonsense, for no one 
but M. le Comte could really give us leave, though Paul 
the panieraire said we might," said the child. M. le 
Comte is very good." 

She retired, looking very happy, and Gavamie was 
to remark on what had passed to Marcelle, when he saw 
her face flash into radiant delight as she perceived a 
stout, comely peasant, who had come close up to them 
unnoticed, her black eyes sparkling through tears of joy, 
as she held out her strong arms, uttering Marcelle's 
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name in a torrent of endearing patois, with a voice thrill- 
ing with delight Marcelle was clasped to her breast 
in a moment^ as if she had still been the htUe child 
brought up in the farm which she had always remem- 
bered with the deepest affection. Gavaxnie heard the 
rapid interchange of question and answer about every 
member of the family, the Uve creatures, the crops, 
which proved how living was Marcelle's interest in her 
old home, and thought that this homely, frank peasant 
was the true mother from whom Marcelle had drunk in 
the sympathetic interest which was so strong in her. 
He glanced at her father, and saw him smiling and 
watching the satisfaction in the crowd called forth by 
Marcelle's reception of her old nurse, but Mme. de Les^ 
trelle looked slightly annoyed, and made some remark 
in a low voice, which he answered soothingly. Present- 
ly he heard the nurse say, " And where is M. le Mar- 
quis, my pretty one ? When art thou to be married ?" 

" Oh, nurse, there is no hurry I" Marcelle answered, 
and he saw the flush that had coloured her cheeks, fade 
at once. '* This is a family fete, and I begged my father 
to have none but ourselves here." 

Gavamie felt the compliment which she had paid him 
unawares, and the scene looked brighter to his eyes. 
Others had heard too, and he detected a general satisfac- 
tion in the absence of M. de Si Xist, as the crowd con- 
versed while passing out of the hall to partake of the din- 
ner, which, as Marcelle had hinted, those too old to dance 
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would willingly have prolonged ind^niteljy bnt the ea- 
ger desire of the yonng ones to danoe shortened the re« 
past» and, eyen before it was ended, some of the yonng 
men reappeared to give a final watering and beating to 
the ground under the trees, where a rostio stage of planks 
laid on barrels had been erected, on which seyeral of the 
musicians had already taken their places, producing shrill 
notes which suggested whistling winds in mountain 
passes, soon passing into alocal air, by turns sad, gay, and 
impetuous, to which a number of little children began im- 
mediately to dance, and the sounds called out their eld- 
ers, who, with the least possible delay, joined hands in 
a rande, danced in a serious, energetic way, which yet 
was full of hearty gaiety. M. and Mme. de Lestrelle 
had come to look on, and Gavarnie asked their permis- 
sion to join in the ronde with Marcelle. She joined in 
the petition with eagerness that made her father smile. 
" Go then, little Beamaise, dance to your heart's con- 
tent with M. le Capitaine, only not the lourrie" 

" Ah, what a pity 1" said Marcelle. "Let us then dance 
as long as we can, monsieur," and she took her place 
with a gay delight that seemed to transfigure her, ex- 
claiming, ** What a misfortune that for so many years I 
have missed my father's fete. It is the most delightful 
day in the year." 

Marcelle was not the only one to think so. Gavarnie 
was entirely of her opinion, and the space under the 
trees became a sea of moving heads, old, young, pretty, 



Digitized by 



Google 



A BIBTHBAT AT OHAIBikU LEBKBELUB. 106 

Qgly, all carried away by the general impulse. There 
were red berrets and blue berrets, scarlet hoods, yellow 
shawls ; under the trees were heaped umbrellas, used 
earlier in the day to defend their owners against the 
sun's heat, which they had now forgotten — ^red umbrel- 
las, blue, crimson, scarlet ; eTerywhere joyous colour and 
moYcment, green leaves overhead, and blue summer sky ; 
dust rising in clouds, in spite of the watering ; here and 
there a headrising for an instant above the rest, as rome 
energetic partner raised his dame sheer off the ground 
in his strong arm& The dance was led by Martin the 
young miller, who now and then bounded up into the 
air with a cry like a bird of prey as it grew more and 
more national and characteristic ; the notes of the fife 
came shrill through the deeper tones of the trombone ; 
black eyes sparkled, and bronzed sun-bumed faces ap- 
peared and disappeared in the impetuous movement of 
the dance ;-no step was lighter, or voice gayer, than 
Marcelle's. She had put all care aside, resolutely forgot 
that there was a future or a Marquis de Si Xist ; and 
Gkkvamie, on his part, forgot too that such a thing as 
different ranks existed, or political dissensions, or that 
present or future contained a cloud, while with Mar- 
celle's hand in his he made one of the dancers under the 
leafy trees in the park of Chateau Lestrelle. 
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^ ADAIVIE DE LESTRELLE was justified in 
feeling that she missed her vocation at her 
chateau in the country. Her mission — ^had 
it been the fashion then to talk of women as having 
missions — ^was to tenir salon, and could only be duly car- 
ried out at Paris ; to gather together a charming society 
evening after evening, and move about among her guests 
with a graceful word to every one, putting every one en 
rapport, delighting each by her vivid interest in him or 
her, interest irresistibly bewitching because at the mo- 
ment it was perfectly sincere. 

At times she had an opportunity for exercising this 
talent even at Chateau Lestrelle, for the summer brought 
some noble neighbours to their country houses, and the 
great of&cers of the crown were obliged by their duties 
to live chiefly in or near Ibarraye. M. de Lestrelle's 
fetes never failed to assemble them at his chateau. 
One of the nearest great houses was that of the St. 
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Xists, occadonally inhabited by its owner, the widowed 
marquise, with her two young daughters, destined soon 
to enter the convent, and her son, when he chanced not 
to be on duty with his regiment He belonged to that 
Gkurde du Corps who were the very eUte of the noblesse, 
and who, though threatened by Torgot's retrenchments, 
defied them, strong in their own power, and in the ar* 
dent protection of the court The St Xists were very far 
from rich. For many years wealth had been gradually 
passing from the hands of the titled families into those 
of the bourgeois, but, independently of that, all the 
St Xists had a singular talent for getting rid of money. 
The late marquis had been reduced so low that he was 
on the point of scandalizing all the Faubourg St Ger- 
main by bestowing his many quarterings on the daugh- 
ter of a rich financier. Such alliances became less un- 
heard of a little later, but when his relations and friends 
heard of the project there was a long cry of despair and 
consternation among them, and Louis XTV., then al- 
most in the last year of his reign, hastened to avert the 
scandal by bestowing a pension and a wealthy heiress 
upon him. Mme. de St Xist was irreproachably noble, 
and her husband, no doubt, valued her accordingly. 
Perhaps, however, the financier's daughter had a fortu- 
nate escape, for before his death the marquis had spent 
almost all of his wife's property, and the fine estate 
which she had brought with her into the family had long 
since passed away from it Like a good mother, she 
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was now looking ont for a rich bride for her son, and it 
seemed to her as if everything marked ont Marcelle as 
the one destined for him. There had been some quiet 
consultation between the two families before Marcelle 
returned from her convent ; Mme. de Lestrelle was de- 
lighted with the plan ; her husband also welcomed it, 
and the marquis was passively contented, so that, as his 
mother observed, "It only remained to ascertain the 
sentiments " of the unconscious bride-elect. Of course, 
this was undertsood to be mere formal courtesy. Girls 
had no sentiments on such subjects but those of their 
parents. The astonishment of all parties verged on in- 
credulity when Marcelle, on hearing of these arrange- 
ments, already far advanced towards execution, demand- 
ed time for consideration. M. de Lestrelle accorded 
the delay, though a little startled by this evidence of in- 
dependent wiU ; but the marquise's pride was so wound- 
ed by the hesitation of her daughter-in-law elect, that 
if she had not had urgent reasons for desiring the alli- 
ance, she would have broken off all further negotiations. 
M. de St. Xist was so much surprised, that it piqued 
him into a little interest in the subject, and he paid his 
devoirs as frequently as discretion permitted, though re- 
ceived with a reserve which he fancied was only the de- 
mureness of a convent-bred girL Gavamie encountered 
him frequently at Chateau Lestrelle, but seeing him de- 
vote himself much more to its mistress than to Marcelle, 
he ceased to believe in the information which old Cath- 
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erine had given him. In fact» the cold indifference of 
Marcelle was wearying out the marquis, while her Pari- 
sienne mother suited him exactly. Marcelle could hard* 
ly have given a reason for her dislike, which had be- 
come absolute repugnance. An anecdote or two of his 
boyhood had reached her from the sister who was now 
a nun, and who had violently rebelled against the part 
which he had taken in her destiny ; a look, a few words 
from him had seemed to confirm the unfavourable im- 
pression that she had received ; his careless indifference 
when the cagote was in danger, had awakened a still 
liveHer aversion, and the contrast between his languid 
existence and Gavamie's energetic temperament was 
ever before her. M. de St Xist had at first treated Ga- 
vamie with cool hauteur, but finding how strong was 
his position in the chateau, and how impossible it was 
to put him down, he affected a pleasant familiarity by 
no means responded to by Gavamie. 

Mme. de Lestrelle was weU aware of the advantage 
to her soirees of having a novelty to ofter ; a young 
American officer was not to be had every day ; and she 
ordered Gavarnie not to fail her on the evening of the 
rete, when she expected the Intendant of the province, 
with his wife, and other guests. When Gavamie ar- 
rived, having returned to Ibarraye to make an evening 
toilette, the room seemed to him already full of unknown 
faces ; M. de Lestrelle, with several elderly guests, was 
playing cards ; in another part of the room a second 
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group were occupied with reversi ; there were prepara^ 
tions for dancing among the younger guests : while by 
Mme. de Lestrelle was seated an elderly lady, with a 
fan, and a black dress bordered with golden nastur- 
tiums. He guessed her by her likeness to her son to be 
the Marquise de Si Xist, and adyanced to pay his re- 
spects to his hostess, who smilingly intsoduced him to 
her neighbour with a graceful word or two, implying that 
the marquise had heard favourable mention of him. JELe 
felt the great lady's eyes examine him keenly, as he 
bowed in reply ; and could hear her remark, as he made 
way for a new comer, " But he is ires Urn, your captaiu ; 
tres lien, do you know? Is he married?" 

Gayamie saw Marcelle amongst a group of girls, who 
were talking to each other, and who made room for M. 
de Si Xist, newly arrived like Gavamie, to approach 
her. It was evident that they looked on Marcelle as his 
property; and Gavamie noticed it with a stari He 
could not hear what was said, as the marquis bent over 
her hand, but he perceived the constraint of her man- 
ner ; the friendly snule with which she recognised him- 
self a moment later, made it still more marked. But 
St. Xist remained near, as if by right ; alternately charm- 
ing the girls gathered round Marcelle, and devoting him- 
seK to the young married ladies present^ imtil dancing 
began. 

Gavamie would have felt somewhat out of place 
amongst these nobles — who were all more or less inti- 
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mate— and conyersed -with ea^ familiarity of everything 
in the world except what his mind was fall of — ^namely^ 
pontics — ^had not Mme. de Lestrelle beckoned him, and 
set afloat a conversation between him and the Intend- 
ant, M. de 'Lancy, on American affairs ; which at once 
put him at ease. The great man was anxious for au- 
thentic information ; and Gavamie felt himself listened 
to with real interest, and did himself justice ; gratifying 
his hostess more than Mme. de St. Xist ; who said with 
emphasis, as he moved out of earshot, " Tres Jnen, that 
young man. If I were you, comtesse, I would not allow 
him to come here often." 
"But wherefore?" 

" My son tells me that he has met him here several 
times — ^that once he was absolutely reading some books 

with " and she looked towards Marcelle as if she 

would not compromise her by uttering her name. 
"Very probably, marquise ; but what then?" 
** A young man so intimate with an unmarried girl?" 
" Ma foi, dear madame, you must be furiously suscep- 
tible to imagine danger in that!" cried Mme. de Les- 
trelle, whose strong point was not patience, and who, 
perhaps, secretly felt that her surveillance had not been 
very vigilant " A young man I Do you call a roturier 
a man, where a girl of our class is concerned?" 

" You are right," said the marquise, impressed by this 
argument ; " but still apparently Mme. de Fayolles has 
singular ideas. "When does she mean to do my son the 
honour of accepting — or refusing him?" 
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The last words were spoken with an acrimony which 
betrayed that Marcelle would have to atone for that 
cnminal hesitation, if ever she came under the domin- 
ion of Mme. de St. Xist 

" You blame me for this delay, dear madame ; but 
what would you have! Marcelle never was like any one 
else. As a child of four years old, when separated from 
her nurse and sent to BeUeisle, she refused to speak so 
long, that they began to believe her dumb. Neither ca- 
resses nor punishments moved her. My aunt said she 
fretted for her nurse until she was stupefied. It was 
months before they could divine how to deal with her. 
And even now, whenever they meet " 

''A Httle more discipline amongst the pensionaires 
might have made a difference." 

"Oh, you do not xmderstand Marcelle, madame. 
A will of iron ! "Without doubt, however, she will soon 
own how happy she is to receive your son's proposals ; 
but her love for her father is so great, that she hesitattes 
to leave him. You cannot wonder, madame ;" and Mme. 
de Lestrelle's eyes rested fondly on her husband's face, as 
he sat at some little distance, not so deep in his game 
but that he became aware of her glance, and smiled back 
a reply. 

Perhaps the married life of the marquise had not 
taught her to have much faith in affection between hus- 
bands and wives : she shrugged her shoulders slightly, 
and said : " In my time girls were married from their 
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convents, and accepted the husbands whom their fami- 
lies selected for them. Only one of my sisters ventured 
to make any objection : and her reasons did her such 
credit, that the marriage was given up, though in every 
way desirable. But she could not endure an alliance, 
in which the arms went so ill with her own ; hers, like 
his, were on an azure field ; and she had made a vow 
never to marry a man whose arms were on an azure field, 
or who had a poor-sounding name. She refused seve- 
ral excellent offers, and died unmarried. I was so much 
of her opinion, that if the Marquis de Pourcelet had 
been chosen for me, instead of for my cousin, I should 
have implored my parents to decline the honour ; though 
the De Pourcelets are a great house.'' 

" Certainly," said Mme. de Lestrelle ; " a house wor- 
thy of your own." 

^^Yes, comtesse, yes. But think of the arms, and 
the name ; three vdld boars I Think of the associa- 
tion with pork—;/? done I You would never meet with 
such delicacy of feeling now," added Mme. de St. 
Xist ; " everywhere. I see signs of change ; the young 
no longer obey, manners deteriorate ; our very lacqueys 
and ladies'-maids grow saucy. Some great pubUc ca- 
lamity must be at hand." 

" Heralded by this agent of M. M. Thelusson, whom 
the king has seen fit to call to power," observed a gen- 
tleman standing near, and alluding toM. Neckar, whose 
appointment was an unpardonable crime in the eyes of 
the noblesse. 
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^^A GeneTese, a heretic T said Mme. de St Xifit^ 
" with a bonigeoise wife, n^ Cnrchod, I am told, and 
the king imagines thus to replace a De Maurepas I 
Figure to yourselves, mesdames, this banker's clerk sit- 
ting down to draw up an account of the court e:^enses 
— so much for the king, so much for the Swiss Guard, 
deficit so much. I do not pretend to understand these 
things, but who but a tradesman could have had such an 
idea ? Alas I alas I what will it all come to ? A minis- 
ter who takes part against the only important class in 
the State, and protects those who possess nothing \" 

" What can we expect but an agrarian war ?" said the 
gentleman who had spoken before. 

" Do not fear, marquise," said the Intendant of the 
province, turning rotmd at these words ; " if there 
should be a revolution it vnll only strengthen the clergy 
and the nobles, and the inferior classes are too well 
aware of that to venture on one." 

" Heaven grant it, monsieur, but the times are terri- 
ble. I vnll never believe that our good king, the descen- 
dant of St. Louis, has consented to these reforms, as 
doubtless the Encyclopedists call them." 

''Alas, his reign seems marked for misfortune," 
said the wife of the Intendant, Mme. de Lancy. " You 
recollect, mesdames, how the courier sent to announce 
his birth was killed by a fall from his horse ?" 

" And the abbe about to ondoyer him struck with 
paJi^ on the great staircase of Versailles!" 
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^ And the misfortunes of the three nurses." 

** And that unfortunate title, Duo de Berry, which his 
late majesty Louis XY. regretted so bitterly having 
giyen him I" 

<< Truly these are strange times," added Mme. de Les- 
trelle. '* Figure to yourselves, mesdames, that a lac- 
quey whom we sent away in disgrace, not only dared 
to be insolent to my daughter, but he is now an orator 
in something which they call a dub." 

** Fi done ! what does that mean ? Club I it is not a 
French word," said Mme. de Lancy. 

'* No assuredly, madame. My husband says it is an 
English word." 

'* An English word 1 We shall borrow from the Kam- 
schatchan next," said Mme. de St Xist ; *' what is the 
English tongue to us? We study those which are to 
the south of us, such as Spanish and Italian ; we have 
no need to go to barbarous northern tongues, thank 
heaven I" 

Her glance at Marcelle proved that there was a mean- 
ing in this remark, and M. de Lancy whispered to a 
gentleman near him, ''Farbleul those two must cer- 
tainly be destined to be mother and daughter-in-law, 
there is already such a promising aversion between 
them." 

*' This man, mesdames," continued Mme. de Lestrelle, 
" Jean Lebrun, cultivated too much fe peiM verre, as he 
himself might say, and thus inspired, I hear that last 
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night he made a speech to his fellow-townsmen, ending 
with, * Let us be good patriots and Frenchmen, like 
Brutus.' * But Brutus was not a Frenchman,' another 
more learned interposed. * I say he was, and opinions 
are now free ; thou art an aristocrat,' answers our or- 
ator, and then proceeds to lament that the necessity of 
attending to public business deprives him of the leisure 
to study. Him I our late lacquey I" 

" But dear comtesse, how do you hear these things ?" 

'' Ah, that is a secret," said Mme. de Lestrelle, smil- 
ing at Gavamie, who, with many others, had been at- 
tracted by the discussion. He had in fact reported the 
anecdote to amuse M. de Lestrelle, who had seemed for 
some time unusually depressed, but she would not for 
the world have owned that he had any connexion with 
such an objectionable thing as the club of Ibarraye. 

"And to-day, imagine the impudence of the pea- 
pants !" said another lady. " My servants reported the 
road impassable from nits, and my husband therefore 
ordered out a dozen to mend it before we set out for 
your house, madame, and they — ^you will not believe it 
— ^they refused to obey I They said that since the Bas- 
tille fell they could not be forced to do it !" 

" Good heavens !" exclaimed her auditors, confound- 
ed by such rebellion. 

" Were there no trees near on which to hang a few, 
since they are of so little use ?" asked the Marquis de 
St. Xist, languidly. " A little decision saves so much 
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trouble. As a boy, I recollect that it was necessary to 
shoot down two or three unmanageable poachers on our 
estates in another part of France, and we had no annoy- 
ance of the kind afterwards." 

He spoke in the deliberate tone habitual to him, his 
drawing-room graces contrasting singularly with his 
words. Gavamie's brow knit ; he seemed ready to 
speak, when the Intendant laughingly replied, ''The 
privileges of the nobles have been shamefully curtailed 
of late years, my dear marquis. To shoot a few pea- 
would create quite a scandal now." 

"It was not always safe «ven in those regrettable 
times of which M. le Marquis speaks," said Gavamie, 
making a step forward, as if to challenge attention. " I 
believe that during that very affair of which he 
speaks there was a scuffle, and a nephew of one of the 
poachers had the insolence to strike down a young 
noble who had been remarkably active in shooting at 
the peasants. It was whispered that this noble had 
private reasons for getting one of the men out of the 
world as soon as possible." 

M. de St. Xist changed colour, and looked scrutiniz- 
ingly at Gavarnie, who spoke with suppressed passion ; 
Mme. de Lestrelle exclaimed, " But what is this dreadful 
story? How do you know it monsieur? and what be- 
came of the miserable fellow who struck his lord?" 

" I hope he was hung, or at least had fifty blows," cried 
one of the demoiselles de St. Xist. 
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*' No, mademoiselle ; there might not haye been time 
to count them, and a noble gentleman took so strange a 
yiew of the affair that he interposed and carried the 
lad, a youth of fifteen, away with him out of France." 

" But, monsieur, do you mean that the young noble 
murdered one of the poachers ?" asked Marcelle, looking 
first at Si Xist and then ^ at Gayamie. '^For what 
motiye ?*' 

" One that is too base to tell you, madame." 

"Bah I what does a peasant more or less matter?" 
said M. de St. Xisi "They say that thousands died 
of the famine, but nobody appeared to miss them. 
Mesdames, is this conyersation so interesting that we 
are to lose our proverb ?*' 

" Oh no, no ; dear Marcelle, let us consult about it ; 
what shall we act ? Mme. de Tracy, you join us ? M. de 
Lancy, M. de Coigny — can the American captain act, 
Marcelle!" whispered the girls, glancing at Gtivamie, 
who readily accepted the invitation, and took his share 
in the proverb in a manner which delighted the ladies. 

During a short pause he found M. de St. Xist close to 
him. " Dimdre /" he said in a low voice, " it is a pity 
this is only impromptu; you should have a part to 
learn by heart, with that terrible memory of yours." 

He spoke jestingly, but with meaning ; he had reflect- 
ed that it was wiser to conciliate than challenge Gavar- 
nie. Besides, he hardly condescended to meet a roturier 
in a duel. Gavarnie only bowed gravely in reply. 
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" Times are changed, as we have just heard/' contin- 
ued the marquis. "I had no idea who you were. By 
the bye, tell me what is your attraction here — ^the mo- 
ther or the daughter? I warn you that the latter be- 
longs to me, and you know I do not tolerate poaching 
on my lands." 

''I have not the advantage of understanding you, 
monsieur," said Oayamie, wishing with all his heart 
that he could treat M. de Si Xist as he had done once 
before. 

''Ah, bah I" said the marquis, and he resumed his 
role. 

Marcelle had heard, though imperfectly, what had 
passed, and her thoughts flew to the way of settling 
most differences between man and man at that time. 
While the marquis was arranging a second scene with 
the other ladies, she said to Gavamie, in a low, hurried 
voice, " Monsieur, you must take no notice ; I beseech 
you take none. My father thinks so ill of men 
who throw away their lives so idly, for a hasty word, or 
a flower ; and you value his good opinion !" 

" M. le Marquis is apparently too noble to fight a ro- 
turier," said Gavamie, with bitterness. 

" Monsieur I I implore you do not say such a thing. 
He is the last man to shelter himself xmder his rank. I 
have heard of duels where he challenged a man for a 
glove or a careless look. For my uncle's sake do not 
risk your life so unnecessaxily." 
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" Madame, we wait for you/' said M. de Si Xist, cour- 
teously, and though it was impossible to say whether he 
intentionally prevented it or not, she could not exchange 
another word with Gavamie all the evening. The elder 
part of the company were talking their light Parisian 
conversation ; politics were banished by general con- 
sent, and the watchwords of "Gluck" and "Piccini" 
were pronounced with lively interest, for at this time 
the Parisian world was spHt into two camps by the par- 
tisans of these musicians, and every one of Mme. de 
Lestrelle's guests, except Gavamie, was deeply interest- 
in the matter, which seemed to most of them much 
more important than any political question, and the 
discussion became so warm, though conducted with the 
pecuHar courteous self-restraint which mai'ked the man- 
ners of the times, that Mme. de Lestrelle thought it ad- 
visable to introduce another subject, and produced a 
letter lately received from her mother, then in Rome. 

" We had the happiness," she said, " to possess her 
for a fortnight before she went to Italy, and at that time 
she mentioned to me that she intended to satisfy herself 
on several points which disquieted her conscience." 

" Ah, she is a saint !" said Mme. de Lancy. 

"She has since had several conversations with the 
Cardinal Grand Penitenciary," continued Mme. de Les- 
trelle, " a mirror of the three theological virtues, mes- 
dames I — as you all know." 

" Assuredly we know it, since he was our nuncio for 
seven years, and speaks French like an angel." 
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''Yes, baronne, and yon shall see what he says, \mi- 
ten in admirable French, though my mother understands 
ItaHan perfectly." 

" Every one is aware that Mme. la Comtesse de Champ- 
fort is a miracle of learning," said Mme. de St. Xist^ in 
an aigre-douce voice, for there had long been a discreet 
and haughty rivalry between the two great ladies, who 
were of equal rank, but Mme. de Champfort claimed 
and obtained precedence on the ground of being the 
elder of the two. " It is a tante which her granddaugh- 
ter inherits." 

'* Marcelle, madame I — ^I assure you it is only to please 
her &ther that she studies." 

" It is but one of many charming gifts to which she 
has a right by inheritance," said M. de Lancy, bowing 
to Mme. de Lestrelle. 

" Ah, monsieur I — but in short, mesdames, my mother 
has consulted his Eminence on several points, one be- 
ing as to whether it is allowable to rouge." 

" Allowable 1 it is one of the privileges of our rank," 
cried several ladies, for rouge was by a sumptuary law 
permitted only to women of noble birth. 

"Yes, mesdames, but my mother is so scrupulous. 
Monsieur, you will read what the cardinal was pleased 
to reply." 

Mme. de Lestrelle handed the letter to a gentleman 
who was standing near, who read the decision of the 
Grand Penitendary with respectful interest, while all 
the ladies listened, holding their breath. 
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"You see, mesdames/' continued Mme. de Lestrelle, 
"his Eminence says that to rouge is much like powder- 
ing the hair — a matter of custom." 

" Yes, so long as there is enough put on to obviate 
the possibility of the wearer being suspected of the in- 
tention to deceive, or of any affectation of juvenility," 
added Mme. de Lancy, with a momentary glance at the 
delicate bloom on the cheeks of another lady. "His 
Eminence expressly adds that." 

" Certainly ; what wisdom, what charity!" 

The other ladies joined in the chorus of approval, for 
this decision strengthened them against certain trouble- 
some confessors, and they besought Mme. de Lestrelle 
to beg her mother to ask the cardinal whether he con- 
sidered it wrong to wear a mask, and if on fast-days 
permissible to drink milk, which she promised to do. 

The younger guests were acting proverbs or dancing. 
Gavamie watched Marcelle, and wondered whether it 
was for the marquis* sake or his that she had overcome 
her reserve so far as to interfere between them, but her 
face betrayed nothing, only there was a dark shade un- 
der the eyes, and a compression of the lips which he 
had not seen earlier in the evening. In this serious 
mood she was again the Marcelle that he had first 
known ; all the girlish confidingness that she showed 
when at ease had vanished ; all the joybusness of the 
morning was completely gone ; and, though she was the 
the courteous hostess, none of the guests seemed able 
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to evoke the brilliant smile that Gavarnie always saw 
with new pleasure ; or the gentle friendliness which had 
won the hearts of Bemadou and Veronique. The dif- 
ference between her and her mother struck Gavarnie as 
forcibly as when he first saw them together, but there 
was another feeling than disappointment in his percep- 
tion of it now. Mme. de Lestrelle, with her powdered 
and curling hair, rosy fairness, and bright dark eyes, 
seemed as free from care as if no storms troubled the 
political horizon. Gavarnie saw her husbeind look wist- 
fully at her, and he seemed weary and depressed, and 
spoke a little apart with the Intendant and other gen- 
tlemen whose position made them well versed in politi- 
cal affairs. No one else appeared at all anxious, and 
Gavarnie long retained the remembrance of that even- 
ing, with the gay and brilliant guests filling the great 
room with conversation, laughter, and music, as a 
strange contrast with what was soon to happen* 
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A LONa PEDIGBEE. 




^ T this time girls in the middle classes often 
received snch an education as was unknown 
in the higher ranks; especially fof those 
brought up in convents, Marcelle had given Gavamie a 
very fair account of convent teaching, but the daugh- 
ters of men of what the aristocracy considered as no 
birth were frequently admirably instructed, and while 
those nobly bom were enclosed in a circle of narrow 
prejudices, the others were entering with generous, 
though blind enthusiasm into the wants and hopes of 
the age. Fervent admirers of the Greek and Eoman 
models, whose lives they studied, carrying their Plu- 
tarchs to church instead of a livre d'heures, they urged 
forward the men around them by their ardour, and 
dreamed of a new golden age- The women of good 
family who had married husbands engaged in finance 
and commerce, keenly felt their exclusion from the cir- 
cles to which by birth they belonged, and became warm 
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partisans of doctrines which promised to level those 
cold barriers with which the aristocrats surrounded 
themselves. Amongst the noblesse itself were many 
women sickening in the monotonous, heartless grandeur 
of their lives, craving for change, or really desiring a 
healthier atmosphere to breathe in. The Bevolution 
was mightily helped on by women, and the violent pre- 
judices of those opposed to it gave it almost as great 
an impulse as did its partisans. 

Even in her quiet life, Marcelle had not escaped the 
influences of the day. She seemed to have imbibed 
them from the air, for assuredly she heard nothing of 
politics within her convent, and almost as little when 
she reached home ; for M. de Lestrelle, though he wel- 
comed everything in the abstract that bettered man- 
kind, had a horror of innovations close at hand, and 
shrank from all discussions of questions of the day. 
Sometimes, however, a visitor, such as the Intendant of 
the province, would iniaroduce the subject, and Mar- 
celle Hstened with irrepressible interest ; and the dia- 
tribes of Mme. de St. Xist, and the scornful comments 
of her son on the discontent of the lower classes, — the 
stir in favour of the Protestants and the doctrines of 
the philosophers, inclined her all the more to that pop- 
ular side which no one ever took but her father, and 
even he doubtfully. From the pulpit she heard M. 
Bergerat denounce Voltaire and Kousseau, joining with 
them the names of other men whom her father esteemed 
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and admired, but who in the eyes of the cure were tin* 
belieyers, or at the best bHnd leaders of the blind. The 
opposition of the clergy to free thought and progress, 
together with the priTileges which they possessed, went 
tax to explain the intense hatred which the people dis- 
played towards them as soon as the clerical yoke was 
shaken o& The great mass of them behaved nobly in 
their fiery trial, but at this time they lost their acnte- 
ness in a panic which coming events almost justified. 
M. Bergerat was one of the most vehement of the 
clerical party, and looked on those neighbouring cures 
who sided in some measure with the popular party, as 
renegades with whom he could hold no communication. 
In Gavamie, for the first time, Marcelle found a warm 
adherent of this almost proscribed party, with full and 
ardent conviction of the greatness and justice of the 
cause, ready to uphold it wherever it might be, with 
the fullest belief that it must, through its innate right- 
eousness, triumph in the end, and vehemently battling 
with the oppressions which all those whom she knew, 
except her father, called their rights. From him she 
heard manly, generous sentiments, which awoke in her 
thoughts and feelings hitherto dumb or stifled, and 
formed the greatest possible contrast to the views of 
the Marquis de St. Xist, who had always been set be- 
fore her as the type of that exalted being, — ^the head of 
a great family. 
Tn her scanty convent education and monotonous life, 
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mind and heaxt had been fdike starved. There was no 
one among the nuns capable of setting such an example 
of piety before her as might have idealized convent life, 
and made her, what she was capable of becoming, a 
religious enthusiast ; and if there had been, her aunt, 
the abbess, would have carefully kept her alofjf^om 
such influences, knowing that the only child apj heiress 
of De Lestrelles was destined to life in the w;orld. 
Marcelle had a certain affection for this aunt, who was 
far more of a great lady than a nun, ruling her wide 
domains with jurisdiction of life and death over her 
tenants, and wielding her power with shrewd worldly 
wisdom. Marcelle passed at Belleisle for a cold, quiet 
girl, giving sympathy more readily than she received it, 
and preferring to study during the hours of recreation 
to joining in the sports and chatter of her companions. 
No one except her keen-sighted aunt had a suspicion of 
the intense power of loving a chosen few which lay 
deep under the calm indifference apparent to alL 
When she left the convent, Mme. de Belleisle had said 
to M. de LestreUe, " Marry her quickly, before she 
knows she has a heart." 

But Marcelle had shrunk from marriage with invinci- 
ble aversion. 

She had brought home with her the regular habits 
which her convent life had taught her, and occupied 
her day with a methodical precision which astonished 
and half annoyed Mme. de LestreUe. The books in 
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the library, the interest which she took in her other's 
studies with the microscope, partly filled her mind ; 
but a girl of seventeen requires food for heart as well 
as intellect, and Marcelle wearied of her life without 
knowing why. Instead of a future full of vague, gold- 
en possibilities, she saw no change before her but the 
marriage so greatly desired by her family that it seemed 
inevitable, and no life possible but one which made her 
sometimes ask herself if it were worth while to have 
been created only for this. She knew that such ques- 
tions would seem so shocking to those about her that 
she never ventured to utter them, but she brooded over 
them all the more. It was in this frame of mind that 
Gavamie learned to know her, and from the first day 
of their acquaiatance life seemed to expand and bright- 
en before Marcelle. 

Gavamie's wandering life had allowed him little op- 
portunity of making acquaintance with women, and 
the society of the high-bred, refined inmates of Chateau 
Lestrelle had an exceeding fascination for him. The 
image of Mme. do Lestrelle, as a gracious, lovely, and 
cherished young wife, had remained in his memory as 
an ideal for sixteen years past, and had perhaps been 
the cause why he had never seriously wished to make 
any woman his wife. Whether Uving with his adopted 
father, or in Montreal, or at sea, he had remembered 
his short, enchanted visit to Chateau Lestrelle. But 
when he returned to France he had hesitated to go there ; 
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he feared that to reTisit the scene of his fairy vision 
wotQd destroy it ; he was strongly prejudiced against 
all aristocrats, and he doubted whether his lawHsuit with 
a near relation would not make him unwelcome. On 
finding himself again in the chateau his only disappoint- 
ment had been in Marcelle. He could not explain — 
he never tried to do so — ^how this brief disappointment 
had given place to interest, how he had learned to 
think that he alone really understood her. Instead of 
asking himself such questions, he was content to find 
his way constantly to Ohateau Lestrelle, sure of a wel- 
come, and received as one of the family. Over the 
EngHsh lessons he and MarceUe held those discussions 
to which Mme. de Lestrelle listened, a little scandalized 
but more amused by the novelty of such opinions, — 
never realizing that for Marcelle and Oavarnie they 
were as serious as life and death. M. de Lestrelle 
shook his head if they appealed to him, and retired to 
his ovm pursuits. His guest and his daughter sympa- 
thized all the more because no one else in the family 
felt as they did. To Marcelle, new worlds seemed re- 
vealed by the veiws set before her. She no longer 
stood isolated on the outside of a vast, struggling, hop- 
ing, suffering, world, whose existence she only guessed 
at ; she felt herself a part of it, and life became worth 
having, even if full of labour and pain, and no gilded 
existence, such as she had been told to believe it Of 
Gavamie, through whom she was learning to know it, 
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she thought little ; what he told her was so interestiiig 
that she hardly had any interest to spare for the teller, 
and she was too shy and proud to admit any one readily 
to her friendship. In the conversations between them 
strong differences of opinion constantly started up, 
and she was amazed and startled by findmg that where 
she had been taught to think it sacrilege to take any 
view but one, he boldly asserted that no reasonable be- 
ing could take such a view at alL She was slow to be 
convinced, but singularly candid, notwithstanding the 
keen pain that it cost her to perceive how irrecondlable 
were Gavamie's views, and doubtless those of men in 
general, with those in which she had been brought up. 
Her boundless desire to learn was perhaps inherited 
from her father, though he encouraged it but hesitating- 
ly, and from him too came the thoroughness with which 
she did whatever she took in hand, whether a transla- 
tion from her Plutarch, or some trifling accomplishment 
learned at Bellisle. There was something in her, — Ga- 
vamie long asked himself in vain what it was, — which 
made her, quiet and indifferent to power as she was, the 
most influential person wherever she might be. She 
was unconscious of it, and so were those about her, but 
the fact was so. It had been thus with her companions 
at Belleisle, it was so at Chateau Lestrelle. Mme. de St. 
Xist, loving power beyond anything in heaven or earth, 
recognized the fact, and the aversion between her and 
Marcelle was marked from the day they first met, 
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thongh the marquise did not cease to desire Maroelle as 
a daughter-in-law. Gtkvamie had seen them together, 
and had smiled at the way that Mme. de St. Xist always 
failed when she tried to crush MarceUe as she had done 
with her own daughters. One who csm rule herself 
like MarceUe cannot be crushed, and Mme. de St Xist 
had not tact enough to win the girl by kindness, and 
appeal to her as the best hope of making her son a better 
man. Had she called out the spirit of self-sacrifice 
MarceUe might have been dangerously tempted. 

M. de Si Xist was weU aware of Gavamie's constant 
presence at Chateau LestreUe, and it annoyed him that 
this stranger should be so intimate with his bride-elect, 
though he never condescended to fear a rival in the man 
of no f amUy. Judging him by himself, he believed him 
to be capable of any dishonourable readiness to take ad- 
vantage of his position, but he had strong reasons against 
making an open enemy of him. There was the black 
story of his youth to which Gavamie had aUuded in the 
LestreUe salon, and which, if made known to M. de Les- 
treUe, would end his hopes of gaining the heiress. He 
showed Gavamie, therefore, such courtesy as society re- 
quired when they met at Chateau LestreUe, and urged 
on his suit as warmly as he could with the parents. He 
had not wit enough to see that it was far more impor- 
tant to gain the good wiU of MarceUe herself. He was 
farther than ever from gaining it. When MarceUe had 
endured his presence for an hour or two, she always 
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saw Gayamie appear with double pleasure. Ten min- 
utes of M. de St. Xist's conversation was enough to 
make her wonder if Gayamie were not coming, and her 
face relaxed into relief if he entered. The witticisms 
in which M. de St. Xist indulged against the American 
never moved her at aU ; she despised them too much to 
be annoyed, though she was indignant when they be* 
trayed Mme. de Lestrelle into a laugh, and glowed with 
satisfaction when M. de Lestrelle quietly put them aside, 

M. de Lestrelle sometimes wished that Gavamie and 
the marquis could change places ; a doubt would cross 
his mind whether he had done well for his only child in, 
choosing M. de St. Xist for her husband ; but he con- 
sidered his honour pledged to forward the marquis* 
suit, and nothing but what he did not expect, and by 
no means positively wished, a decided refusal from Mar- 
celle, could release him. 

" The mmtre d* Anglais, Mme. de FayoUes 1" said M. 
de St. Xist one afternoon, as Gavamie was announced. 
" Does he consecrate the whole of his time to you, com- 
tesse? and can he instruct in no subject but the Eng- 
lish language?" 

MarceUe met Gavamie with a smiling, silent wel- 
come, disdaining to answer what she knew from former 
insinuations M. de St. Xist meant to imply. He had 
hoped to pique her pride by hinting that the peasant- 
born stranger admired her, but she disbelieved it too 
entirely to feel a moment's embarrassment. Her recep- 



Digitized by 



Google 



A LONa PEDIOBEB. 133 

tion of Qavamie made the marqnis frown, and he turned 
to Mme. de Lestrelle, while still keeping a watch over 
his bride>elect, and Gavamie, who took a place near her, 
examined a doll which she was employed in dressing in 
Mexican costume. 

" You have f oi^otten my advice as to the shape of the 
jacket Your dolls have aU the air of nnns." 

"No wonder ; all that I ever possessed were dressed 
asnnns." 

"Except the beauty that I brought you, my child," in- 
terposed Mme. de Lestrelle. " Have you forgotten that 
one?" 

" No, dear mamma, but she soon assumed the dress 
of the order. I recollect thinking that if she came to 
live in a convent she ought to give up the world." 

" And the change of costume was no doubt sufficient 
to make a saint of her?" said M. de St. Xist with a sneer. 

" We had a grand ceremony," continued Marcelle ; 
" we cut off her hair, and made her assume the white veil, 
and gave her the name of the nun we liked best. Some- 
times, when no one was listening, we had a wicked doll, 
who bore the name of another nun whom we aU detest- 
ed, and we made her refuse to take the veil : but we 
thought this BO wicked that we only whispered the 
scene." 

"^as this also your idea?" asked the marquis. 

" No, monsieur, Vevette's," answered MarceUe, look- 
ing full at him ; and he frowned and changed colour, 
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for Yevette was the sister whose disastrous history old 
Catherine had told Gavamie. 

Mme. de LestreUe interposed very apropos. *' Such a 
thing could never have happened at Belleisle. The good 
nuns stole the children's hearts, and Hved a life of per- 
fect fehcity. Ah, what would I give to have been de- 
voted to it ! I was intended by nature for a conventual 
life. It was my vocation, I am sure of it I might have 
made my salvation securely as a Carmelite, but in my 
present life-^alas T' 

The notion of Mme. de Lestrelle, with her thousand ca- 
prices, luxuries and fancies, believing her avocation to be 
that of an austere recluse, entertained Gavarnie beyond 
measure, as indeed her views of her own character gen- 
erally did. M. de St. Xist was gravely agreeing with 
her, and sympathizing in her regrets at having been 
sacrificed to a dangerously happy life, as if he devou1>- 
ly believed both in her vocation manqme and the beauty 
of conventual vocations, while he added a word or two 
on the loss that the world would have sustained had she 
quitted it. Marcelle, with a girl's unbotmded contempt 
for anything bordering on hypocrisy, turned abruptly 
away, resuming her embroidery of the crimson jacket 
which Gavamie had criticised. 

"And was this your only amusement at Belleisle?" he 
asked, when he could speak gravely. 

"Oh no ; we learned to knit, and make lace, and bas- 
kets of silver wire, and paper flowers, and when we were 
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quite children we built little altars and a hermitage in 
the garden, only the roof always fell in ; and then at 
Christmas we made preaepios — do not laugh, M. le Gapi- 
taiQe, but the oxen always had the mark which the cat- 
tle on my aunt's property are branded with." 

" Oh, he is a heathen, a heretic, my dear child! He 
does not belieye in yocationa Ah, M. le Gapitaine, I 
saw you smile just now. What could be more becoming 
than such a compliment to the abbess ?" 

" And then we all had a special devotion for the Three 
Kings — the rois magesJ' 

'* Of course," said M. de Si Xist^ looking at the 
golden star which was the only ornament that Marcelle 
wore. 

Gavamie looked a question, and M. de St. Xist said, 
with affected wonder, '* Is it possible, monsieur, that you 
are not aware of Mme. de Fayolles' descent from King 
Gaspard? The ancient name of Lestrelle alludes to 
the star of the Wise Man, which that family bear in 
their arms ; that is the reason that Mme. la Comtesse 
has Gaspard as a second name." 

** I was not aware that King Gaspard had left de- 
scendants in France," said Gavamie, who would have 
believed this to have been solemn mockery, had not all 
the party looked in earnest 

" Oh, Monsieur le Gapitaine I you cannot really be 
ignorant of that 1" cried Mme. de Lestrelle, 

** Gertainly he did. He came from the Holy Land to 
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France, and his descendants have existed here until the 
present day. The star is known to shine over the old 
chateau on the hill for a short time every j^our des rais," 
said M. de St. Xist. 

He gave this account with condescending courtesy, 
as if so nearly allied to the family of which he spoke 
that their dignity was also his. Gavamie had heard 
other pedigrees as strange and stranger, that of the 
De Levis for example ; and the surprise with which he 
listened chiefly arose from being aware that the mar« 
quis was an esprit foH, who despised creeds, dogmas, 
and priests alike. But he would have challenged any 
one who ventured to question the St. Xist or Lestrelle 
pedigree. As for Marcelle and her mother, they be- 
lieved in it implicitly ; and it would never have occurred 
to them that Gavamie could doubt it, had not M. de 
St. Xist pointedly asked his opinion. He shrugged his 
shoulders and laughed a little, and was again sui*prised 
to see the dismayed glance of Marcelle, and to hear 
the real indignation with which Mme. de Lestrelle ex- 
claimed, " But, monsieur 1 you will doubt the Creed 
next I This is a strange insult 1" 

Gavamie could but apologize as best he might, but 
Mme. de Lestrelle was for once seriously moved, and 
agreed with great heat, when M. de St. Xist reminded 
her, aside, that matters of genealogy and heraldry were 
only properly to be comprehended by those of noble 
birth ; Lafontaine had never been able to acquire them, 
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and all his allusions to them were incorrect^ or due to 
information gained from some one nobly bom. Mar- 
celle was silent, wondering why Gavamie, who had no 
pedigree, should be so far more' noble in mind and life 
than the long-descended Marquis de St Xist — ^but the 
latter did not know this, and was well satisfied with the 
afternoon's worL 
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^MK DE LESTBELLE, in the momiiig cos- 
tume of loose jacket and petticoat, which 
she did not change until late in the after- 
noon, was fluttering about her room, feeding her cana- 
ries with sugar, and maJdng her lap-dog beg for the gim^ 
Neties which M. de St. Xist had been so attentive as to 
bring all the way from Paris as an offering to Diane and 
her mistress. Marcelle's busy fingers were constructing 
a filigree basket, such as the pensionaries of Belleisle 
were taught to make by one of the nuns, who brought 
such little accomplishments to perfection. The occupa- 
tion had carried Marcelle's thoughts back to those con- 
vent days ; untroubled, if not happy : and, recollecting 
them now, she could see with what persistent, silent in- 
fluence on the part of the abbess, and those nuns who 
had to do with the pupils, it had always been impressed 
upon her that she was destined to marry the Marquis 
de St. Xist. Mme. de Belleisle was related to the St. 
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Xists, aB well as to the De Champforts : and the plan 
therefore found great fayour in her eyes, and she had 
first proposed it to M. de Lestrelle, who was disposed 
to welcome it for reasons which the abbess was well 
aware ol The rained fortunes of the marquis seemed 
no impediment to the unworldly old man, for Marcelle 
would be a yery wealthy heiress ; and rank was so 
greatly esteemed at that time, that its possessor seldom 
need fear a repulse^ on whateyer he might set his heart 
M. de Lestrelle, howeyer, did not accept the proposal 
without making inquiries into the character and con- 
duct of the marquis ; but it is easy to deceiye an old 
man. Hying out of the world where his future son-in-law 
moyed — and no one chose to enlighten him. He did 
not thoroughly like M. de St. Xist, but haying no defi- 
nite reason for this feeling he suppressed it^ and began 
to wish earnestly that the alliance might come to pass. 
Marcelle, knowing nothing of the reasons which made 
the marriage pleasant in her eyes, supposed that the 
rank of the marquis was the inducement ; and had 
been brought up too much in the spirit of the age to 
wonder : though for her it had strangely little attrao- ' 
tion. She had hesitated a long time ; and she knew 
that her hesitation must come yery soon to one end or 
other ; and she was reyiewing her old life, and trying 
to decide. She felt as if she hardly dared refuse a 
plan laid out for years past, when she was but a child, 
and the demoiselles of St. Xist were always made her 
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especial companions ; and when she had turned from 
them to another pupil, whom she liked much better, 
endless difficulties thwarted their girlish friendship, and 
before long this pensionaire left the conyent, so that she 
was thrown back for companionship on the three sisters 
of St. Xisi 

Marcelle had not drawn any conclusions from this at 
the time ; but she saw now what it all meant She 
knew that her reluctance to obey would have been 
counted a crime in any other family — an unheard-of 
thing — an example which would make mothers keep 
their daughters away, lest they should be infected by it. 
Genevieve de St. Xist had opposed the wishes of her 
family ; Marcelle knew this much of her brief, sorrow- 
ful story ; though Mme. de Lestrelle had not chosen to 
tell her the rest ; thinking the girlish, innocent attach- 
ment to her cousin too objectionable to confide to an 
unmarried maiden ; for the prudery observed before 
marriage, contrasted in an extraordinary manner with 
the Hberty allowed afterwards. But Marcelle had gath- 
ered it from the other sisters, in spite of the strict sur- 
veillance which their mother kept up when they came 
to Chateau Lestrelle. Mme. de Lestrelle had told 
Marcelle as much as she saw fit ; speaking with earnest 
indignation, such as her daughter did not know it was in 
her to feel ; and Marcelle was aware that her own con- 
duct would seem as shocking to all her family, when it 
came to be knovm, and would bring discredit on her and 
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blame on her indulgent father. Already he had been 
attacked by several influential relations for allowing her 
to remain so long unmarried, while her cousins and 
friends had been provided with husbands at the age of 
fifteen — ^nay, and younger stilL The procfpect of Mme. 
de Lestrelle's perpetual regrets and vexations too was 
far from pleasant. Marcelle asked herself why she 
could not make up her mind to obey. She really knew 
almost nothing of the marquis. His life was a sealed 
book to her. Happily, she had only the impressions 
which she had gathered from his sisters, and such as she 
had obtained when she saw him at Chateau Lestrelle. 
But he was repugnant to her ; she felt him false and hol- 
low ; his refined selfishness roused her indignation ; his 
scorn for all that was not bom noble, drove her perpetu- 
ally to the verge of open protest; she could never imag- 
ine him either generous or mercifuL She had seen looks 
and heard tones addressed to his sisters, notwithstand- 
iag the formal courtesy observed at that time among 
relations, which made her say to herself, *' That is how 
he would treat a wife." 

And then she would involuntarily add : " How differ- 
ent to M. Gavamiel Yet he is a roturier. Is birth 
really everything, then ? I do not believe that my father 
thinks so." 

Unconsciously to herself she had accepted the marquis 
as the personification of everything that she disliked, 
and Gavamie as the embodiment ofmany dreams of 
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what a noble man diould be. She trusted GaTamie : 
she rejoiced to have him as a friend ; and his hearty 
sympathy with all his fellow men awakened like feelings 
in her, and made her long doubly to escape from mar- 
riage and the marquis, to a wider, freer life. She thought 
of her uncle's missionary labours, and asked herself ii 
it were not possible to join some sister-hood in America^ 
and work among them for those Indians whom the 
white men had ever used so ill; but she knew well 
that never was wilder dream. Marcelle would honestly 
have liked an active, stirring life — even if full of priva- 
tions — so long as it had a purpose in it ; the listless, 
frivolous existence of a great lady stifled and oppressed 
her. This her parents, fond as they were, would never 
have understood. To Mme: de Lestrelle it was the one 
life possible or desirable : to her husband, who naturally 
judged all women by the one whom he knew best, it 
seemed the one for which they were best fitted. Mar- 
celle perplexed him by not fitting into theories of too 
long standing to be now altered. She seemed to have 
been bom in a wrong sphere, or else the strange excite- 
ment of the time had magnetized her. 

"My child 1" exclaimed Mme. de Lestrelle, suddenly 
perceiving her absent expression, and standing still to 
contemplate her : " how pale you are ! You look ennuyie, 
Tou have too still a life here ; but when you marry — ^be 
quiet, Diane — ^when you marry M. de St Xist, then you 
will go to balls and fetes, as you ought ; beg then Diane 
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—and then we shall assuredly go to Paris and visit you ; 
and I shall see the world again. Ah heavens I how de- 
lightful that will be I Diane, conduct yourself discreetly, 
my little sweet** 

Often and often had Marcelle of late ox>emy expressed 
her aversion to the proposed alliance, more freely to her 
mother than her father, because she knew that though 
Mme. de Lestrelle was vexed and ruffled, the disappoint- 
ment went no deeper; while with him it evidently 
caused keener pain than she could bear to give. As of- 
ten Mme. de Lestrelle had exclaimed and remonstrated, 
apparently quite perceiving how earnest were Marcelle's 
objections ; yet invariably a day or two later she re- 
sumed the subject, as if ihe marriage were a matter of 
course and Marcelle saw that all she had said was for- 
gotten. This persistence was more difficult to meet than 
any exertion of authority. 

" Mamma, why does my father wish me to marry M. 
de Si Xist?" she asked, after a pause. Her mother's 
reasons she understood perfectly. The prospect of re- 
turning to her fairyland, Paris, would have lent attrac- 
tion to any scheme. 

" Wherefore ! because it is a most natural, suitable 
alHance ; one that must satisfy all your family, a great 
name, an estate touching your own, a perfect gentleman. 
You do not know how ladies have adored him. Marcelle, 
his conquests are simply innumerable. But you are 
only a child : I must not tell you of such things tiU you 
are married. Are not these reasons enough? Be 
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still, then, Diane, little monster, it is necessary that you 
acquire this new trick." 

'' I do not think that these are the reasons that influ^ 
ence my father I" said Marcelle, musingly, 

" Any one ought to be sufficient !" cried Mme. de 
Lestrelle. '' Besides, Mme. la Marquise is an old friend. 
M. de Lestrelle knew her family when he was young ; 
he was extremely intimate with her father M. de Tracy 
at Toulouse, when he — ^my husband, I mean, was presi- 
dent there. Some quarrel or coolness separated them, I 
know not what, and your father withdrew from public 
life soon after, but the old friendship was renewed when 
Mme. de St Xist came here as a widow." 

"Ah!" said Marcelle, and she sat reflecting without 
hearing what her mother was saying, until the cessation 
of the voice roused her, and the sound of the last words 
returning on her ear she replied to them, " No, I am not 
in the least afraid of Mme. de St. Xist, but she is a hard 
merciless woman." 

"As for that, I know not, but she has courage enough 
for anything. Imagine her once opening the baUants of 
the drawing-room herseK to let out M. de Mourion. 
All Paris spoke of it. She said afterwards that only par- 
venus are afraid of lowering themselves by such acts. 
And she told her coachman never to contest precedence 
anywhere except at Versailles, since every one knew who 
the Marquise de St. Xist was, without her claiming in- 
disputable rights." 
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**Sach pride is almost grand," said Marcelle. 

*' Her poor coachman did not think so, for he left her 
service ; he could not endure to give way to carriages 

belonging to gens de robe, and What do I seel we 

have conjured her up, Marcelle ; I see her carriage. At 
such an hour, too. She must have come on business — 
yes, and I foresee what it is. Now my angel, do not be 
perverse ; you have hesitated long enough, and all coy- 
ness is out of place ; you may consent now, and indeed it 
would have a very ill grace to hesitate longer. But I 
must hasten to make a toilette — ^ring for our maids, my 
child, quick 1" 

''Mamma, I beseech of you," began Marcelle, turning 
very pale, "listen " 

But Mme. de Lestrelle had already summoned her at- 
tendants, without hearing the appeal 

"I shall never have sufficient courage to encounter the 
marquise," she said, "unless I am in full dress. A fin- 
ished toilette gives such assurance." 

Marcelle sat expecting to be summoned, knowing while 
she waited that it was her fate which was being discussed 
in family council while she struggled with herself in sol- 
itude, greatly moved by the remark that Mme. de Les- 
trelle had made as she looked in from her bedroom, be- 
fore going to receive her visitor, '^Neither Paulette nor 
Maxime are vnth the marquise; no doubt they have 
gone to their convent ; though I cannot see, since their 
brother is to marry a bride so richly dowered as you are. 
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my angel, why the poor children should be Bacri* 
ficed." . 

It was impossible to say whether this were a mere cas- 
ual remark, or whether Mme. de Lestrelle were aware 
how strongly it would appeal to Marcelle's generosity : 
there was offcen an unexpected acuteness in her careless 
speeches. She went away, and Marcelle remained alone^ 
her mind all storm. 

She had a certain liking for these girls, and she pitied 
them deeply, knowing well their vehement repugnance 
for the life to which their poverty and noble birth com- 
bined obliged them to submit Did it indeed rest with 
her to save them? For the one whom she had liked 
best, it was too late. Genevieve was a nun by this tim^ 
but perhaps these two might be saved from captivity 
more terrible than any prison to those who had no vo- 
cation. Her own Ufe was poor and grey, and could 
never, she thought, be otherwise, but it would surelyi)e 
happiness to make two lives glad by a decision which, 
moreover, would rejoice her father. And yet — ^yet — 
how could she consent to belonging to M. de Si Xist ? 
From that thought she shrunk inexpressibly, clasping 
her hands, and shuddering with aversion. She looked 
out over the sunny, leafy gardens, and out into the blue 
distance ; the sunshine and beauty of the earth seemed 
pitiless to the beseechiag gaze ; then she started, for 
she thought she saw Gavamie in the avenue. The next 
instant she perceived her mistake ; it was some one else. 
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and her heart sank, for though his coming could have 
been no help to her, yet this disappointment seemed to 
east her back on herself. Certain insinuations of M. 
de Si Xist occurred to her, and she flushed indignantly, 
thinking, " Although M. Gavamie is a roturier, he would 
never have presumed to say such things." If it had been 
only the marquis whom she had to confront, how easy 
it would have been! — ^but she knew that he would not be 
there, if this were the decisive interview which she an- 
ticipated ; his duty was to pay his court in society, but 
such a matter of business as this devolved on his mother. 

Meanwhile, as she divined, a grave interview was go- 
ing on below, although the subject which had brought 
Mme. de St Xist was not immediately mentioned. M. 
de Lestrelle received her, for his wife did not appear for 
some httle time ; he came to meet her with a gleam of 
tender pleasure lighting up his kindly countenance, and 
looked at her with the admiration that he had felt when 
she was young. To him she was always the beautiful 
Mdlle. de Tracy, though hardly anything remained to 
other eyes of that beauty in the hai'd and austere Mar- 
quise de St. Xist, on whom sixty years had told very 
heavily. Perhaps she too had some youthful recollec- 
tions which were pleasant to her, for her face and man- 
ner softened as they met, and there was a fleeting some- 
thing which might have recalled even to an indifferent 
spectator the. old forgotten fame of beauty. 

*• Your son is not with you, marquise ? We had hoped 
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to see him to-day," said M. de Lestrelle, leading her to 
a seat, and she took her place mth her black draperies 
falling in rigid folds around her, and laid her long thin 
white hands in her lap, while a look at once haughty 
and watchfcd came over her &&ce. 

*'He is not It is no small thing that prevents his 
paying his devoirs here, comte, but he was summoned 
to a meeting of nobles, from which he could not be ab- 
sent It seems that some of us imagine that the pro- 
vince is unquiet^ discontented ; and they do these churls 
the honour to think repressive measures necessary. As 
for me, I think that to pay their murmurs any attention 
is to encourage their insolence. 

''Does the marquis also think so?" 

" He laughs at the whole affidr, but in his position 
he could not dispense himself from attending this meet- 
ing, if only to es^ress his opinion." 

*' Who are to be present? Men who know the state 
of public feeling ?" 

''I imagine so." 

"DuBeure? DeSeuiUyr 

*' My dear comte 1 What have we to do with the no- 
blesse campagnardef I would rather deal vdth actual 
plebeians." 

'* Nevertheless, these are the men who can give accu- 
rate information." 

*' I trust that their pretensions will not be encouraged 
by admitting them to any sort of equality with men of 
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{he rank of my 8on« or M. de Lanoy. You are dream* 
ing, comte,*' said Mme. de Si Xist» haoghtilj and sharp- 
ly. '' The kind of inei^Ucable authority assumed by 
your cure, M. Bergerat, would be insupportable if it 
were not that he is is doubtless acting under orders ; I 
can endure his venturing to advise better than the no- 
tion of these half-bred country nobles yentoring to as- 
sume that they have a right to dictate." 

'' Ah, M. Bergerat is at this meeting ?" 

** So I was told would be the case." 

*' That priest is a firebrand," said M. de Lestrelle, 
rather to himself than his guest ; '*he has talent and 
great influence, as well as many enemies, and hesitates 
at nothing. Marquise, do you really see nothing threat- 
ening in the times ? Do you know what Mirabeau said 
in his last speech ?" 

'' That renegade ! how can you do him the honour to 
quote him ?" 

'*! will quote another and an older saying, then. 
Brennus cried, * Woe to the vanquished I these times 
will take for their device, * "Woe to the weak I' " 

"I simply cannot understand these alarms, comte. 
To me they seem childish. The king has only to call 
on the army, and all discontent is at once quelled." 

" Yes, if he will, and if the army is &ithfal." 

" Faithful !" said Mme. de Si Xist, with a shorty impa- 
tient laugh, as she rose to meet Mme. de Lestrelle, who 
came in, dressed to perfection, and eager to propitiate 
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her formidable gaest by her oharming welcome and 
graoefal apologies for her unavoidable absenoe. 

" How grave you look, monsieur," said sbS, smiling, 
as she looked from her husband to her visitor. " What 
are you discussing ?" 

** The last news madame," answered the marquise. 

"Ah, tell us what you hear from Paris,'* said Mme. 
de Lestrelle, eager to ward off graver topics. 

"I have none. Letters seldom reach us, and some 
of my correspondents seem to think the most singular 
precautions necessary. I have had letters sent me in 
parcels, in baskets of provisions ; one was concealed in 
a pair of gloves, and I did not fmd it until I put them 
an. I cannot comprehend this panic." 

" Ah, if any are sent inside the lining of my dresses, 
or my bonnets, do not expect to have them, comte," 
cried Mme. de Lestrelle ; I could not sacrifice a new 
and charming article of the toilette." 

"Was there news of importance in the letter you 
speak of, marquise ?" 

"Accounts of emeutes, concessions, I know not what. 
The feebleness of our rulers is incredible." 

" Unfortunately the popular party have the law on 
their side," said M. de Lestrelle ; " all along it has been 
so. That was the strength of the Americans in the late 
rebellion." 

Neither of his auditors were able to see the force of 
this remark, and Mme. de St. Xist said with some ab- 
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rapbiess, ''If the times be as dangerotui as you say, 
there is the more reascm why the noblesse should hold 
together." 

''Precisely/' said M. de LestreUe, smiling, as he 
thought of her indignant protestation against the no- 
blesae ccanpagruirde. Without replying to the irony which 
she perfectly understood, she continued, "I do not 
think it unreasonable to insist on that matter being 
finally decided which we spoke of when your daughter 
first returned from Belleiale. Time enough has sure- 
ly been accorded to the hesitation of Mme. de Fa- 
yoUea" 

There was a short pause, and a flush came up into the 
pale features of the marquise. Her pride suffered cru- 
elly in making these overtures, but she had the strong- 
est motives for subduing it» since Marcelle's wealth 
would not only restore her son's fallen forttmes, but 
enable her to pay debts which bitterly humiliated the 
proud and honourable woman. 

" My dear marquise," said M. de LestreUe, with gen- 
tle pleading, "you are perfectly aware what my senti- 
ments are, but I have earnestly desired that Marcelle 
should marry from so strong a feeling of affection that 
never hereafter could she see any one whom she might 
have preferred to her husband." 

" What has that to do with the matter ?" asked Mme. 
de St Xist^ with profound contempt. "The daughter 
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of a noble bouse is sixre to oonduot herself ^riih soffi- 
dent discretion." 

" There has been no engagement on either side up to 
this time ; we have allowed Marcelle and your son am- 
ple opportunity of becoming acquainted, and I agree 
with you that it is time, since he does us the honour of 
distinctly asking her hand, that she should decide. But 
— ^forgiye me, marquise I — ^I must once more ask, and 
vou will pardon the question from a father who has but 
one child, do you truly boheTe that Marcelle will be 
happy?" 

A spasm of pain contracted Mme. de Si Xist's fea- 
tures. Her son was her idol, but never since his child- 
hood had he given her anything but pain. 

" Comte," she answered slowly, " my son will cer- 
tainly not f oi^et what he owes to the woman to whom 
he has given his name." 

This answer was all that her rigid sense of honour 
would allow her to give. She could sacrifice any one 
and everything to her son, but she could not condescend 
to deceiva M. de Lestrelle's wistful look showed that 
this was not all that he had hoped ; the project that al- 
ways seemed so desirable to him at a distance, repeat* 
edly lost some of its charm when he saw it near, and yet 
as soon as it seemed doubtful all the advantages again 
arose before him ; the old friendship, the spotless name 
of Marcelle's future mother-in-law, the high rank, then 
esteemed as something heaven-bom, the agreeable qual* 
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ities of the young marquk, which alone had been shown 
to M. de Lestrelle, and the estabUshment of Marcelle 
for a great part of the year, as he hoped, dose at hand. 
Mme. de LestreUe, broke in eagerly on the short silence. 
<<No one who knows M. le Marquis can doubt our 
child's happiness for an instant ; so accomplished a gen- 
tleman, so perfect a courier ; Marcelle will assuredly be 
as happy as I have ever been, and more is impossible." 

^ Is it then decided, M. le Oomte ?" asked Mme. de_ 
Si Xist, with visible relief and yet a strange feeling of 
regret and rising aversion towards her future daughter- 
in-law ; but her fEuse darkened into storm as M. de Les- 
treUe said, ** We vriH summon Marcelle ; it rests with 
her." 

** Be it so, although this submission of parents' wishes 
to a daughter is unheard of," said Mme. de St. Xist, 
with evident effort. And thus at last Marcelle was 
called before the family council 

She entered looking very white and still, as she always 
VTas when strongly moved, and did not trust her voice 
as she curtseyed to the marquise, whose eyes rested 
with dislike on the pale face which could never fascinate 
a man like St. Xist. Such charm as it had was invisi- 
ble both to him and to her, and she bore the girl a sort 
of grudge for the lack of the kind of beauty which might 
for a time have riveted the husband, who now only al- 
lowed himself to be married to her as a matter of busi- 
ness. 
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M. de Leeirelle, in a few graye tender words told her 
why ahe was summoned, and imposed silence on his 
eager wife, while Maroelle gathered courage to speak. 
E^erj one was taken by surprise by her first words. 

*' Madame," she said, addressing the marquise, " if M. 
de St Xist should marry a rich bride, would not Paulette 
and Maxime return home ?" 

A light of pleasure kindled in M. de Lestrelle's face, 
as he perceived her kind thought, although in his gentle 
charity he would never have been persuaded that Mme, 
de St Xist had sacrificed her daughters ; but he was 
averse to convents on principle, except as schools. 

Mme. de St Xist read MarceUe's thoughts too, and 
saw the conditions she meant to impose. Marcelle had 
given her the advantage, but her haughty temper pre- 
vented her from taking it No one but herself knew the 
dire straits which poverty had reduced her to, leavii^ 
her no alternative but to send her daughters to a con- 
vent which received noble and dowerless girls. Besides, 
she had never loved her daughters, and to have them 
back, only to diminish their brother's fortune at the dic- 
tation of a daughter-in-law, was intolerable. 

" No," was her curt answer, in a tone from which there 
was no appeal 

Mme. de Lestrelle looked impatiently at her husband, 
with a little expressive gesture. Marcelle stood silent, 
until her father asked her decision. . 

May I have one more day ? Indeed I will tell you 
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then, dear &fher," said Marcelle, lifting sach imploring 
eyes that he would not refuse, though understanding 
and sympathizing with the onooncealed displeasure of 
the marquise, who rose and took leave in a manner 
which menaced a rupture, and utterly rejected the soft, 
gracious conciliations of Mme. de Lestrelle. 
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CHAPTER XI. 



FATHKU AHiTD DAUGHTER. 




^HE steep and rocky ground on which stood the 
rains of the earlier Chateau Lestrelle, rose be- 
tween Ibarraye and the little lake along whose 
shore Gavamie had passed with Veroniquo 
Chrestiaa. Immediately below was the more modem 
chateau, with its double tower at each end, and its ex- 
tensive outbuildings, and the huge dove-cote, which it 
was one of the privileges of the nobles to possess. Any 
one who climbed the height could look straight down 
into the shady gardens, leading to a wood where paths 
had been made so winding and intricate that it was hardly 
more eagfy to thread than a labyrinth, and the terrace^ 
bordered by vases filled vdth mignonette and carnations. 
M. de Lestrelle had had them thus filled when he first 
brought his young vnie to the chateau, for carnation was 
her favourite colour and mignonette her favourite scent, 
and at that time scents were* so much in fashion that 
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each person sought to have his or her distinguishiiig 
perfume. They had been constantly renewed eyer since, 
and were the only flowers in the garden, unless the lone- 
ly blossoms of the Judas trees may be counted, and the 
spring glories of a laburnum, then a very rare tree in 
France, and the pride of M. de Lestrelle's heart It 
grew near the teiTace, where the mistress of the chateau 
loved to sit when the heat of the day had passed, and^ 
the delicious southern night, fresh but not chill, had 
come. M. de Lestrelle would there pace meditatively 
up and down, or twine some straying jessamine bough 
into its place, or prune some over-luxuriant branch near, 
and Marcelle often sat there too, well pleased that her 
parents should spend the evening thus, instead of re- 
quiring her as one of a card party. 

It might be that the view of the chateau gardens at- 
tracted Gavamie ; at all events he soon found his way 
to this rocky mound where the old ruins stood, some- 
times lingering there after a visit to the cagot's house, 
or making it his goal in some excursion to explore the 
neighbourhood. He sat there one hot autiunn evening, 
sheltered by an old tower, which rose up only partly de- 
stroyed, with the light shining through loop-holes, from 
which a deadly Are had often been kept up on Arma- 
gnac or Guisard or Huguenot, as the case might be. 
Only this tower and a few waUs remained ; fragments of 
masonry lay heaped here and there, overgrown with 
brambles and honeysuckle, and twining prickly sarsa- 



Digitized by 



Google 



168 GJS( IHS EDOE OF THE 8T0BM. 

parilla, or half hidden in lavender and bnshy dstofl, 
whose scent mingled with that of thyme and other bit- 
ter aromatic plants. A beech tree had sprung up in the 
centre of what once was a court, grasping the rocks with 
its strong snaky roots, and spreading forth its fan-like 
branches, under which a chequer-work of light and shade 
played fitfully on the ground. All around grew wild 
white roses, now trailing in long wreaths upon the 
groimd, now forcing their way between fragments of 
pavement, or dimbing the heaps of stone, and the old 
walls, their greenness and snowy freshness contrasting 
with the charred and weather-beaten supports to which 
they dung. Gavamie sat under the old tower, letting 
his thoughts drift far away from politics, though they 
^irere becoming of absorbing interest^ and glancing some- 
times down on the chateau below, sometimes at the roses 
around him. The gave glistened in the valley beneath, 
and the sound of its waters rose to his ear, mingling 
with those of many rivulets, hurrying to join it from the 
mountains. Ibarraye stood at some distance, and out- 
side its walls was the little church where Gavamie had 
taken part in so strange a scene. The swallows circled 
overhead, casting flitting shadows on the ground, and 
telling in shrill chirpings stories of distant countries ; 
tinkling distant goat-bdls were sometimes audible, min- 
gling with the incessant chirr of grasshoppers. All the 
sounds harmonized with the serenity of the summer 
afternoon, the deep blue sky, the distance, dim and trem- 
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vloQB with heat, half dond, half hilltops, and the soft- 
blowing air, which gently waved a toft of eampanulas 
hanging down from the old tower at whose feet Gbyar- 
nie sat, and rustled the sleeping foliage in the wood be- 
low. A lizard came out of the erevioe, and basked with 
timid, coquettish movements on a hot stone, ready to 
glide swiftly away if he should stir, and a bee came seek- 
ing honey from the roses, and went here and there with 
an impatient hum, until it alighted to rest on a bud 
whose leaves were still lightly but closely folded. As it 
rose again into the air, the blossom suddenly opened and 
revealed the rich golden stamens within. A tender 
thoughtful smile came over Qavamie's face ; he gathered 
it carefully, and gazed down upon the gardens below. 
He fashioned a little allegory out of the rose and th^ 
bee which was very pleasant to him. 

The last weeks had been full of such breathless inter- 
est, that instead of longing to return to America he only 
remembered that he was a Frenchman, and looked for- 
ward with proud joy to a new era for his country, as 
older and wiser men did, such as Matthieu de Montmo- 
renci, none seeing the gulf on whose edge they stood, but 
either mistaking or despising the signs of the times, or 
discoursing with incomprehensible simpHcity on the in- 
nocence and patience of the harmless lower classes. 

Ibarraye, like all the other towns in France, always 
said, "Let us see what they think in Paris," before it 
ventured to have an opinion of its own. It had now as- 
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certaiBed the views of the capital, and Gbvamie was in 
high favour there as almost an American, one of a peo- 
ple which had wrested its hberties from the throne, and 
from the aristocrats who regarded it as only created to 
serve them. In the dub which the httle town akeady 
possessed he was always hstened to, and used, with his 
strong youthful enthusiasm, the opportunity of inciting 
the people, hitherto dumb driven cattle, to demand their 
rights. Politics now filled the very air ; from the phi- 
losophical treatise down to the last song, they pervaded 
everything. Many of the nobles and clergy warmly and 
generously embraced the popular side, and hailed the 
prospect of reform ; no hopes seemed too wild ; rich and 
poor hurried blindly to meet revolution, and the higher 
classes were totally unconscious of the intense hatred 
with which centuries of oppression had filled the hearts 
of the lower orders against them. Although there was 
a great struggle made by the privileged orders against 
the !ner8 Mat, many nobles were generously eager to re- 
sign rights which they feU to be unjust ; philosophers 
and enthusiasts saw a golden age returning, and those 
inferior classes who had been only supposed to exist for 
the purpose of labouring for those above them were 
gradually realizing their own formidable strength. 

The Bastille had fallen amid the frantic rejoicing of 
all France, and every town, every village celebrated the 
news with harangues and fetes, but already the more 
timid of the nobility were emigrating, and families be- 
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gon to be cruelly divided by political differences. To 
Qayamie, who had gone to America just after a great 
revolution had been conducted with manly self-restraint 
to a prosperous end, it seemed as if storm winds only 
blew tm the air was clear, and if the noblesse suffered, 
the suffering had been doubly, trebly earned. That dan- 
ger could be in store for peaceful households like that 
of Chateau Lestrelle had not entered his mind, and he 
sat among the old ruins, forgetting for the time gabelle 
and corvee, clubs, national guards and municipalities, 
looking down on the chateau without a suspicion that 
soon it might be a far more desolate wreck than its pre- 
decessor. The one drawback to his popularity was his 
intimacy with the Lestrelles, while the one stumbling- 
block to their liking for him was his undisguised republi- 
canism. He had spent much time at the chateau since 
his first visit, pouring his views into the patient ear of 
M. de LestreUe, who used to hsten with a smile a little 
rallying and a little sad, and reply with a quotation 
from Comeille's " Cinna," while Mme. de Lestrelle was 
provoked into outbursts of indignant remonstrance, 
which made Gavamie kiss her hands and entreat for 
pardon, only to sin again, and Marcelle listened with 
more and more visible sympathy. Girls in many noble 
families had at that time far more freedom than at the 
present day, and this was especially the case with Mar- 
ceUe, from the dignity of her position as a canoness, the 
principles of her father, and the attitude which her lit- 
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tie mother had assumed towards hei^, rather leanmg on 
her than attempting to guide her. Marcelle was one on 
whom others would always lean, often very heavily, and 
who, however weary, would alwayis bear the burden, and 
never depend on any one else. Gaivamie saw her often 
and unconstrainedly, sometimes absolutely tete-a-tete. 
When they read the English, which was as familiar to 
him as the French, Mma de Lestrelle began by sitting 
by with her ebony spinning-wheel, but she often flut* 
tered away for half an hour at a time, leaving them to 
talk of what they would, and Marcelle heard at such 
times much of her uncle's missionary labours, and of 
Gavamie's own life and views on things in general, lis- 
tening with unwearied, rapt attention, more flattering 
ihan spoken words. She had heard, too, of the Plu- 
tarch, and of Gavarnie's speculations concerning his fel- 
low reader, and they had laughed together over Ca- 
therine's ingenious arrangement. 

Gkvamie had early become sure that Marcelle was 
that reader, and the conviction gave him a new interest 
in her. Though, as M. de Lestrelle had said, she had 
no imagination, she had a vast fund of that romance, 
which, unlike imagination, disdains to embellish realities 
but absolutely creates its own materiala Marcelle 
judged her own visions with the calm and sober sense 
which acompanied all her wild fancies, owned them im- 
possible to realize, and yet turned wearily from 
everything less lofty. Hitherto, " with little hope or fear 
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aha drew her breath,*' bat now ahe began to feel the 
world widening before her. 

Gavamie hardly realissed, in the pleasant intercourse 
which melted away resenre, how widely the yonng can- 
oness was divided from him by her noble birth, so that 
when Mma de St. Xist remonstrated on the intimacy be- 
tween Marcelle and a young man, she was silenced by 
being reminded of his plebeian origin. Gktvamie's aver- 
sion to artificial distinctions would have been mightily 
increased had he known this, though he only thought of 
Marcelle as the niece of his greatest friend, and there- 
fore naturally interesting to him, and said to himself 
{hat it was impossible she should consent to marry M. 
de St. Xist. He now and then added to himself that 
there would be singular delight in winning love so deep 
and so charily given as that of Marcelle, and then he 
speculated consciously no further. 

Looking down on the terrace of the ch&teau he started, 
although it was just what he expected, to see Marcelle 
come out from the salon. She stooped to pick a sprig 
of mignonette, while the breeze blew over her head, and 
sent a little leaf fluttering down upon it. She looked 
up to see whence it came ; she might have detected Ga- 
vamie on the hill, but he was far from her thoughts just 
then. Presently M. de Lestrelle came out, and paced 
up and down the terrace with her, at last beginning to 
speak, she listening for awhile in silence before she looked 
up and replied. Gavamie thought what a happy peaces 
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fol household it was, and watched the old man and the 
girl, deep in converse, no doubt about some new discov- 
ery under the microsope, or De Jussieu's newly-published 
work on the classification of plants, until the longing to 
join in the conversation grew so strong that he rose, 
and slowly descended the hill-side by the path leading to 
the chateau. 

Had he heard.as well as seen, he would have discovered 
what pain those who love one another best can give each 
other. MarceUe had a troubled look when she came 
out, and kept her face a Httle turned away when her fa- 
ther joined her, and he too seemed unwilling to i^p- 
proach some subject that each knew was uppermost in 
the other's mind. It was always painful to him to en- 
counter a will that differed from his own, and he was 
anxious and as much annoyed as so sweet a nature 
could be by the prospect, so that it was with more pe- 
remptorinessthanhe intended that at last he said, '* Have 
you well considered the matter of which we were speak- 
ing, my daughter ? When M. de Si Xist did us the 
honour to ask your hand, I agreed, at your wish, to give 
you time to reflect. Your first hasty rejection could 
only have been a girl's natural reluctance to leave her 
parents, for you know nothing of the marquis ; you can 
therefore have no reason to reject his proposals." 

" No, I only guess," murmured MarceUe, audibly. 

" He is the son of an old friend," said M. de Les- 
treUe, lingering over the words as if they recfidied past 
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memories fall of tenderness, " and I have eyery reason 
to be satisfied with the alliance ; he is more than your 
equal in rank, young, amiable." 

" Dear father, he never was young ; he is much older, 
and tax less agreeable than yourself I" 

'* Marcelle my child, this is no time for coaxing. I 
wish, I earnestly wish, for this marriage. So does your 
mother. Cannot my little girl trust her parents to 
choose for her? What can we wish but her happi- 
ness ?" The old man's tone was reproachful ; so com- 
pletely were girls considered as their fathers' property, 
that her opposition seemed a failure in filial duty. 

*' Cannot you trust me, my daughter ? Is not your 
happiness the most precious thing on earth to us ?" he 
repeated. 

" I know that, my father," answered Marcelle, but a 
wild rebellion surged up in her heart as she involunta- 
rily added to herself ** Yet this plan destroys it for- 
ever." 

"Surely, child, you do not imagine yourself better 
able to judge of what will assure it than we are !" 

" No, only— oh, father, why need I marry ? I cannot 
marry this man ; I could not be a good wife ; I could 
not endure my life a week if I belonged to him ; I 
should do some dreadful thing to escape from it." 

She spoke with a vehemence of a reserved nature 
breaking down its barriers, and M. de Lestrelle stood 
looking at her, shocked, and greatly surprised. 
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"You would certainly not forget what you owe to 
your name and to your family, my daughter," he an- 
swered in grave reproot " Listen, but do not repeat 
what I am going to say to your mother ; it is needless 
to trouble her. My poor Gabrielle," he added, sighing, 
" what wiU become of her when I am gone ?" 

" Father I" cried Marcelle, turning white. " Father 1 
you do not feel ^you are not ?" 

" I am an old man, older even than my years, and in 
the course of nature I cannot remain long with you. 
What greater longing can I have than to see you set- 
tled in life with a protector, who will also protect your 
mother ? Then I could go to my grave in peace, but 
otherwise I see you left helpless in times that daily grow 
more gloomy. Young men like Gavamie think that a 
new day is dawning, but I shall be in my grave long 
before the night is over, and heaven only knows what 
the darkness will cover. My child, how could I rest in 
my grave unless I took you and your dear mother vdth 
me, or knew that you had some protector left ?*' 

" My father," — ^Marcelle stopped, then continued very 
bitterly — " This marquis, who spends and games, and 
scorns better men than himself because he calls him- 
self noble, who ravels gold lace and plays the guitar, is 
he the best protector we can have ? We are very poor 
then, poorer than Veronique Chrestiaa, for she has a 
brother, and when she needed a defender, there was 
one ready, who at least is a man if not noble 1" 
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M. de Lestrelle listened in perplexed wonder, bo un- 
like his own were his impressions of his daughter with 
regard to the marquis. They looked at him from dif- 
ferent points of Tiew ; M. de Lestrelle, unaware of how 
much old impressions and feelings influenced him in be- 
heving M. de St Xist a desirable husband for his 
daughter, and Marcelle, unconscious why her first 
doubtful reluctance to acquiesce in the project had 
deepened into absolute aversion. M. de Si Xist was 
fax too well-bred to woo her except through her parents, 
but as she pictured him addressing her in person, a 
thrill of unspeakable shrinking went through her. 

"Then you refuse to obey my wishes, my child?" 
said M. de Lestrelle, with a wistful look that implored 
rather than commanded. 

" Ah, I did not say that, father. Forgive me ! If I 
could but make you understand \" 

"My daughter, I have had a long life, and all its hap- 
piness has been owing to my marriage. In my last 
days cares seem gathering fast about me ; do not you 
add to them, Marcelle.'* 

" My father, I have tried indeed to consent to this ; 
I would do anything to please you, but " 

"Ah, there it is I You refuse, then. Be it so. I 
never was accused of being a tyrant yet ; but have you 
reflected that your mother will be greatly disappointed ?" 

"Yes," answered Marcelle, humbly and sadly. "In- 
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deed I do wish to consent, but — ^I cannot — c'ed pkisfort 
que moil" she added with an expressive gesture. 

" What reason am I to assign for your refusal ?'* 

" I do not know ; only I cannot say yes." 

'' Oh, these women I these women I Child, take your 
own way ; I am too old to struggle with a perverse girl, 
who believes that seventeen is wiser than seventy." 

They took another turn along the terrace, both silent^ 
M. de Lestrelle deeply mortified ; Marcelle struggling 
to utter the consent that would have lighted up the 
kind face, now so clouded with anxiety, into satisfaction 
and g)?atitude. It was the nature of Marcelle to sacri- 
fice herself for others, so spontaneously that neither slie 
nor they realized there had been any sacrifice in the case, 
but this time she could not overcome the indignant re- 
volt that filled her at the thought of becoming the 
property of M. de St. Xist. 

" Then you think well of our friend Gavamie ?" said 
M. de Lestrelle suddenly, and Marcelle was taken by , 
surprise by this reference to what she had said some 
minutes before, but answered quite simply, " Assuredly, 
my father, eveiy one must trust him fully." 

" It is a pity he is not of gentle birth," said M. de 
Lestrelle, diplomatically. 

" Yes, but the want is imperceptible. He is less at- 
tentive to trifles, such, as mamma says, mark good 
breeding, than the gentlemen who come here, but I 
think that is only because he is ahnost a foreigner." 
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" Tour unde would not have chosen a man without 
singular merits as his adopted son, but it is strange that 
he is not destined for the ecclesiastical state." 

" I always wonder that he did not follow my imde's 
example ; he says that one can serve God as well in the 
world as one can as a rdigixmBy but I hope he may yet 
become a missionary." 

M. de Lestrelle looked at her, but the wish was evi- 
dently sincere. Then, smiling a little, he said, " You 
must use your influence, then. And there he comes 1 
Speak of the sun, and " 

" Father ! one word. You are not displeased with me ?" 

" Ah, no, obstinate child ; have it as you will, since 
my wishes go for nothing," said M. de Lestrelle, and 
then, startled by perceiving that his words had 
wounded her far more deeply than he had intended, he 
added, " There, there, I did not mean to hurt you, my 
child ; what will Gavamie say to such tearful eyes ?" 

" He has no right to say anything," answered Mar- 
celle, impetuously, and she escaped indoors before Ga- 
varnie had joined-them. She felt shaken and ready to 
burst into tears, quite a new sensation for her, and 
there were still her mother's arguments to meet. But 
that was nothing to her fether's mortification. That 
grieved her to the heart, and she was uncertain whether 
she were not doing very wrongly to oppose his wish. 
Yet she could not bring herself to retract, or to think 
of the proposed marriage with anything but horror. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

BEBNADOU. 

f ABCETJiE was hnrrying to liide her wet 
eyes in her own room, when she was startled 
to see a man standing in the hall, attentively 
examining a carved bracket. She did not recognise 
him in the twilight, and stood still in surprise, till a 
servant who seemed coming in search of some one, 
asked her where his master was, as Bemadou the cagot 
had come to take his orders about the work he was to do. 

" I did not know that my father had sent for him," 
said Marcelle, hearing very plainly the tone of injured 
disgust in the man's voice as he found himself obliged 
to announce a cagot ; " you will find your master on 
the terrace." 

"Do not trouble M. le Comte to come here, M. 
Achille," said the soft, low voice of Bemadou. " I find 
that it is too dark to begin anything to-night, and Mme. 
de FayoUes will perhaps tell me if I rightly understand 
what is to be done." 

"Tou may go, Achille," said Marcelle. "I will call 
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my father myself if it is necessary. What does papa 
wish you to do now, my friend ? I hope that no harm 
has happened to any of your beautiful work ?" 

Only one to whom kind words were almost unknown 
could have felt the keen emotion of gratitude which 
glistened in Bemadou's eyes as he silently raised them 
to Marcelle ; almost outlawed elsewhere, in Chateau 
Lestrelle he always met with gentle looks and words. 
He would gladly have kissed the hem of her dress, had 
he dared. 

" No, Madame la Comtesse, I thank you ; nothing 
has happened, that I know of :" and then, with a fur- 
tive glance round, he added, " I only wanted to make 
an excuse for coming here ; I was not summoned — but 
there are things that M. le Comte ought to hear — ^there 
is no one listening ?" 

" No, my poor Bemadou ; of whom are you afraid ? 
Are you in any trouble ?" 

" Oh, madame, if that were all I No, it does not con- 
cern me." 

" Your sister, then ? I hope no one has dared to 
harm her ?" 

" Not while I live !" said Bemadou, raising his head, 
and losing for a moment his timid, watchful expression; 
" Veronique is safe at home. Let me tell you what I 
hear, since M. le Comte is not at hand. You do not 
know what they say in the town ; but sometimes I 
hear it, or Veronique, when she goes to M. Luchon's ; 
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and Caylou, the oolportenr, came to our house last 
night ; and he knows what is said eyerywhere ; it is 
part of his trada" 

'' You have a friend in him, then?" 

" Yes, madame, we are old friends. I have bonght — 
yes, and hidden — his books, when no one else would : 
and he knew my father, who had a Httle hut, where our 
house now is ^ and Caylou, and some others, came there 
sometimes. Madame knows, perhaps, that but for her 
father's goodness we should have been disquieted on a 
charge of aiding smugglers ?" 

" I am afraid thei*e was some truth in it, Bemadou." 

" Well, madame, they were hunted like wild beasts ; 
and what would you have ? People must live. They 
were very hard pushed before they would make friends 
with us cagots, that is certain ; but they have good 
hearts, these smugglers — they have ever been grateful; 
and it was by helping them, that my &ther gained 
money enough to apprentice me to trade. Madame 
will not repeat this ? I should not dare to tell any one; 
n^t even M. le Comte." 

Marcelle could not help'^smiling at being selected as 
the confidante of a smuggler ; but in those days of ini- 
quitous taxes, smuggling came to be looked on as so 
venial an offence, that she had no reproof ready before 
Bemadou continued, in the same hurried, fearful way : 
" Caylou pretends to go with all they say ; but he is 
only half on their side. They declare that they want 
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no king, no aristocrats ; they talk of seizing the oba- 
teanx and dividing the lands." 

"Who are they r 

" I do not know ; the people — Jean Lebron and 
others," said Bemadou ; perplexed by what was, in 
fact, one great danger to the aristocrats — ^the vagueness 
of who their enemies wonld be. 

" But I know what yon mean," said Maroelle. " M. 
Gavamie has told me something of it : the people do 
not know what they want or need yet, Bemadou : for 
no one ever taught them ; but by-and-bye they will un- 
derstand better what real liberty is ; and I do not think 
that people like my dear father can have anything to 
fear. He has no enemies." 

"Pardon, madamel He is noble, that is reason 
enough : a hundred geese can hiss a wolf to death, as 
we say ; and they are all hissing now : and besides, he 
has an enemy — ^his old servant, Jean Lebrun ; I dare 
not tell you the horrible things that man says of M. le 
Comte." 

" Of my father ?" exclaimed Marcelle, with painful as- 
tonishment ' 

" Yes, madame ; he says, for example, that now bread 
is so dear, M. de Lestrelle has proposed to the king that 
all the peasantry shall be poisoned with powders, which 
he has made ; mixing them with flour, which is to be 
given away in every town ; and thus there will be fewer 
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mouths in the coontrj, and the rich will have plenty df 
provisions." 

" What stupid folly I And this is believed ?" 

*^MaiB oui; and last night, at the dub, Lebrun showed 
some of these powders, which he must have stolen from 
the cabinet yonder ; for no doubt they are what M. le 
Comte teaches me to make ; and gave some— or what he 
called some — ^to a dog, and it fell dead, madamel and 
the audience shouted that they would pull down the 
chateau, and hang every one to the trees in the garden. 
But Lebrun advised them to wait a Uttle longer ; for M. 
Gavamie came in, and it seemed as if Jean did not wish 
him to hear what was passing : for M. Gavamie makes 
the people laugh, and they like to hear hinn ; and Le- 
brun cannot always get his way." 

" Ah," said Marcelle — ^the farnt colour returning to her 
cheeks, which had fled from them — ''these are only 
empty threats, after all. But my father — ^my dear, kind 
father — so good, so charitable I That any one should 
say such things of him I" 

*• Caylou does not think them empty threats, madama 
He advised me to tell you ; for though he does not love 
the nobles, he would not willingly see M. le Comte en- 
dangered." 

"No one could believe such accusations, Bemadou! 
Did they? Did any one?" cried Marcelle, as he re- 
mained silent, looking do\m. 
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'' I think they axe ready to believe anything against 
the aristocrats, madame." 

"What have we done?" sighed Marcelle, in her inno- 
cent ignorance. " It seems as if all classes hated us. 

And this znan, Caylou, who seems not unfriendly ; 
did he believe Lebrun ?" 

"But — a little, madame. It seems there are nobles 
so different to M. le Comtel" 

"Do you really think there can be danger, then?'* 
asked Marcelle, with a thrill, not all of fear ; for indig- 
nation was at least as strong just then. 

"Yes, madame, the citizens and peasants say that 
they know what other towns have done, and will not 
be behindhand, for they are as good patriots as any," 
said Bernadou, with a look of horror that Marcelle long 
remembered ; " madame must have heard what has 
happened elsewhere. And it is a small thing, but it 
shows the temper of the people; last night they destroyed 
all those roots that M. le Comte took such pains to get, 
those new roots that he says are eatable, potatoes I think 
he calls them, for Lebrun and his friends say that a no- 
ble never could mean real good by the people." 

" Ah, papa will be sorry I He thought it would se- 
cure a new food for the peopla But if there is danger, 
where could he go?" 

" I think you would be safer even in your house at 
Ibarraye than in this lonely chateau, madame. You 
would have some friends near." 
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'' I will tell my father what you say. But sorely M. 
Gayarnie would hav^ warned us — ^he must know." 

"Madame, Caylou says that this M. Gayamie thinks 
everything must needs go as in his country over the sea ; 
he does not know the people here, though he is in great 
favour with them, because it seems when he was a boy 
-p-they do say he is only a peasant's son, but no doubt 
that is another lie " 

"No; it is true." 

" Ah I yet M. le Oomte treats him as a friend V* 

" Why not, since he is worthy of my father^s friend- 
ship?" 

" A peasant's son, madame I" 

So deep was the gulf between different ranks that 
Bemadou seemed unable to conceive such a state of 
things. The Marquise de St. Xist herself could hardly 
have been more scandalized. 

" But what has M. Gavarnie done to be such a favour- 
ite with the people?" 

"It seems that when he was a boy he and M. de Si 
Xist, who is so hated " 

"How did that story become known?" asked Mar- 
celle, quickly. " Not through M. Qtivarnie, I am sure." 

" No, madame," answered Bemadou, glancing round 
more anxiously than before ; " you have some spy in the 
house, for it was reported, after an evening when M. le 
Marquis and M. Gavarnie were here together ; all that 
was said became known the next day in Ibarraye. Is it 
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true that madame your grandm<^er has emigrated? 
That was reported also, and that she had carried away 
thousands of louis out of the country, and wrote to tell 
M. de Lestrelle, in a letter which was read aloud, that 
the Pope had promised to send a regiment of his guards 
to garrison Ibarraye, the bourgeois maintaining them, 
and the peasants working double corvee." 

''But was there ever anything so incredible as these 
reports I" cried Marcelle, in despair, though very faintly 
realizing what danger they portended. *' Is there no 
one but you, my poor Bemadou, to i^^and by us ? you, 
to whom these changes will surely bring some good, for 
these people who cry out for Hberty and equality must 
for yery shame treat you better than they used." 

'' Ah, madame !" said the cagot, with a gesture of hope- 
letsness, ''our time is not come yet ; they hate us more 
and more, and would rather get nothing than share it 
with us." 

" But is it safe for you to come here ? We can de- 
fend ourselyes if danger comes," said Marcelle, still un- 
able to realize that there could be peril, or how httle 
power the nobles would haye to protect themselves. 
"But you ? if they knew you had come here, and told 
us this?" 

" They would hang me," answered Bemadou, quietly, 
but turning very pale. 

" My good Bemadou I" said Marcelle, greatly touched, 
for she saw how deep must be the affection which over- 
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came the oonstitutioiial timidity of the cagoi " Do not 
stay« Yet wait ; it would be well to have some explana- 
tion to give for your visit — ^begia. some work ; if I were 
to break a leaf off this garland. Yet, no/' she added, 
with her unfailing consideration for the feelings of 
others, " we cannot injure such carving as yours ; find 
some pretext, while I go and tell my father what you 
have said. Hush 1 there is my mother; do not alarm her, 
Bemadou." 

For both husband and daughter instinctivly shielded 
Mme. de Lestrelle from everything that could distress 
or disquiet her. M. de Lestrelle had acted thus all 
through his married life, and now MarceUe almost un- 
consciously took to herself every burden that she could, 
so as to spare her bright mother. Mme. de Lestrelle 
looked astonished to see Marcelle and Bemadou in con- 
versation, and involuntarily gathered her dress away 
from the direction of the cagot, though, as she passed, 
summoning Marcelle to follow her, she spoke graciously 
to him, inquiring after Veronique, and when he answered 
with consti-aint, having perfectly comprehended her ges- 
ture, she paused, and asked a number of trifling, grace- 
ful questions, for the impulse to make every one who 
came near own her influence was so strong that a gloomy 
look, even from a cagot, at once aroused ii But Ber- 
nadou's invincible shyness only yielded to MarceUe or 
her father, and Mme. de Lestrelle entered the salon, look- 
ing piqued and dispirited, as she said, " I must certain* 
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ly yery much altered if my looks and words are qnite 
thrown away, Marcella Had I been a block of wood 
your friend the cagot could not have seemed less grate- 
ful Where art thou going? I have not seen thee 
this hour. Has thy father spoken to thee yet, my an- 
gel T 

" About what, dear mother ? Oh, I remember ; I will 
tell you about that presently, but now I must tell papa, 
for Bemadou wants to see him. We will soon return." 
And she went out to see her &ther, to whom, while 
Gayamie stood by, she gave a brief and hurried account 
of what had passed, though the thought crossed her 
that this alarm would make her father desire more than 
eyer to secure that protector'for her whom he fancied 
he had found in M. de St. Xisi 

M. de Lestrelle smiled and looked at Gavamia " Is 
this a woman's yiew, or a cagot's, which is eyen less trust- 
worthy T 

" No doubt there is some truth in it ; there is in most 
reports, but when they pass through seyeral mouths we 
see from what Mme. la Comtesse herself has told us how 
they grow." 

"Yes monsieur, but Bemadou says you do not know 
the temper of the people." 

Gayarnie laughed, and M. de Lestrelle said, ^ M. le 
Capitaine probably knows at least how timid this good 
Bemadou is. It is a noble act in the poor fellow to 
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risk his life, as no doubt he &noies he does^ by coming 
here to warn ns. Let ns go and thank him." 

'* Papa» I implore you to remember that we have one 
spy in our household, if not more," said Marcelle, who 
had related some of the reports afloat, though she 
suppressed those concerning Gavamie andthe Marquis 
deSiXisi 

*^ I will take care, my dear child. I own that Bema- 
dou might suffer severely if this were known." 

*' Papa, it has seemed to me of late that you yourself 
have been uneasy, though you smile at Bemadou's warn- 
mg. 

"Ah, you have fancied thatl" said M. de Lestrelle, 
with a momentary glance ^.t Gavamie. " Well, public 
affairs have looked sufficiently threatening to make any 
one look serious. As that miserable renegade Mirabeau 
said the other day, "The bull is loosed ; do you expect 
he will not use his horns ?" But I have no personal 
fears ; our new sovereign, the people, is a little uncertain 
in his temper, but he will have it under better control 
by-and-bye." 

" Do you think so, monsieur ?" asked Marcelle, address- 
ing Gavamie. 

"I hope not too soon, madame. It is well that 
the strength of the people should be unmistakeably 
shown." 

" You will come and hear what Bemadou has to say," 
said Marcelle, leading the way to the hall, where the ca- 
got seemed busy taking measurements. He looked sus- 
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piciouslj at Gayamie, and it was with some difficoliy that 
M. de Lestrelle persuaded him to repeat his information. 
Stammered out thus reluctantly, it appeared far less 
sure and impressive, and Qayamie, as Marcelle perceived, 
was smiling at it, secure in his trust that the common 
sense and generosity of ihe people would not fail, 
and perhaps confident in his own influence in Ibarraye. 
Strangely enough too, M. de Lestrelle seemed unable to 
believe in Bemadou's anxious warning. Either Ghtvar- 
nie had inspired him with his own hopefulness, or he 
was so weary of anxiety that he instinctively refused to 
be alarmed. Marcelle, however, was only the more con- 
vinced that Bemadou was right, and she looked from 
one to the other mortified, and wondering that they were 
so little moved, especially her &.ther. 

M. de Lestr^e thanked and dismissed Bemadou, and 
turning to Gavamie, said, " There is a luxury in the ex- 
citement of possible danger to women ; you see how ready 
this Httle girl is to believe in it. But we will not allude 
to this befbre my wife ; she might be unnecessarily 
alarmed." 

He passed into the salon, but before Gavamie followed, 
he found time to answer the enquiring looks of Marcelle, 
with, "Upon my honour, I am convinced there is no 
danger for your family. Foulon and Berthier fell vic- 
tims to the first rage of the Parisian mob, but the deep- 
est regret was felt for that barbarous outrage ; and since 
De Noailles has generously proposed the equalization of 



Digitized by 



Google 



182 ON THE EDGE OF THE ETDOBM. 

taxation on all ranks, every motive of disafiEection against 
the nobles has been taken away, and the suggestion, 
coming from a great noble, had a wonderful effect" 

This was the first which Marcelle had heard of the 
murder of the two ministers. She had to join her mo- 
ther, and enter into playful conversation without learn- 
ing of what had happened at Paris on the 17th of July, 
and it was not for some hours that she had an oppor- 
tunity of privately asking her father what had occurred. 
He reluctantly told her of the king's mournful journey 
from Versailles, surrounded by a tumultuous mob, who, 
defying the efforts of Lafayette and BaUly, the new mayor 
of Paris, to control their violence, seized and himg 
the unpopular ministers of whom Gavamie had 
spoken. 

" But, father, this is open revolt I" said Marcelle, pale 
with dismay, 

" So the king said, my child," answered M. de Les- 
treile. " And do you know what the Due de laancourt's 
reply was ? * No, sire, it is a revolution.' " 
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CHAPTEE XTTT. 

THE TBEE OP UBEBTY. 

^AVABNIE had found his reluctance to spend 
any length of time in France insensibly van^ 
ish as new interests sprang up, and he be- 
came more and more occupied with public affairs, in 
which, as a landed proprietor, should he gain his law- 
suit, he had a large stake, while as a liberal in pohtics 
he was necessarily on the popular side. His powerful 
opponent happened to be also on the same side, having 
thrown himself into the party of the Due d 'Orleans, 
which the De Champfort family regarded as the last and 
crowning dishonour that yet remained to be inflicted 
on them by him. If he had thought thus to secure his 
cause he was disappointed, for in spite of the intricacies 
of French law, and the difficulties which a powerful ad- 
versary was able to interpose, the suit was fast coming 
to an end in Gavamie's favour, though the disorganiza- 
tion of all pubhc business delayed the conclusion. It 
was a moment when everything regular was at a stand- 
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still, while tmexpected changes proceeded with incredi- 
ble rapidity. Laws and customs which had lasted for 
centuries orumbl.ed in a day, and a general mania for 
altering everything that had hitherto existed seemed to 
have seized even on the class that suffered from these 
changes, though part of the noblesse had begun to 
make violent resistance, supported by a great part of the 
clergy, and their attempts to revoke the sacrifices which 
they had voluntarily made in the month of August^ had 
deprived their renunciation of all its grace, and irri- 
tated the nation to the highest degree. 

Gavamie was by no means looking on as a mere spec- 
tator. As it happened, he had returned from a journey 
to Paris just in time to bring the news of the fall of 
the Bastille to Ibarraye, and thus found himself con- 
nected with it in the popular mind, and exalted into the 
favourite of the hour. His known liberal opinions, the 
rumour of his ancient animosity to the highly unpopu- 
lar Marquis de St. Xist, and his lawsuit with a noble, 
gave him great influence, hardly affected by his inti- 
macy with the Lestrelles ; for in spite of an increasing 
number of democrats in Ibarraye, M. de Lestrelle was 
much beloved, and though his efforts in behalf of the 
cagots had caused great dissatisfaction, Gavamie was 
surprised to find how general was the affection and 
esteem felt for the quiet, unobtrusive savani As yet 
Gavamie had no suspicion towards what a precipice 
events were rushing, and all the future seemed full of 
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glorious possibilities, but akeady thiiigs had happened 
which made him look grave enough as he sat at his win- 
dow on the highest floor of the old house that he in- 
habited. The street was so narrow that he could 
ahnost have shaken hands, had he wished it, with his 
neighbours over the way, a tailor and his wife. He 
could see them both at work, the man pulhng his thread 
in and out with monotonous jerks, the woman helping 
in some of the Ughter parts of their trade. The tailor 
was singing one of the popular songs of the day, in 
which the nobles were very uncivilly treated, and his 
wife repeated it after him, apparently learning it by 
heart. Their window, too, was open, for the stormy 
heat was oppressive. Gavamie was glad to see them at 
work, for trade of all kinds was growing very slack ; 
some had almost come to an end since the mass of the 
nobles emigrated, such as painting armorial bearings 
and making lace, and discontent increased accordingly. 
The penniless, idle workmen and their hxmgry wives 
stood in sullen groups about the streets, cursing the 
royal family and the nobles, and filling the clubs with 
savage threats, or momentarily amused by the prepara- 
tions for some civic fete, such as was in hand in Ibar- 
raye this afternoon. At the end of the street a Place 
or square was visible, where a tree of hberty was about 
to be erected, and a crowd of spectators already almost 
fiUed the square, regardless of the dark wintry clouds 
gathering thickly overhead, but the notables of the 
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town had not yet arrived There were so many specta* 
tors ahready present^ however, that the hum of their eager 
comments reached Gavamie at his window. 

He had been writing to M. de Champfort, to report 
that the Iroquois grammar which the missionary had 
compiled and entrusted to him would be printed at the 
Boyal Press, a great favour, for the Archbishop of Paris 
himself had lately sought in vain to have the works of 
St. Augustine reprinted there. He was told in reply to his 
request that all the types were in use for the Memoires 
Economiques of the Archbishop of Narbonne and La- 
lande's Astronomy. Gavamie rightly considered this a 
fact full of meaning, for Lalande had the reputation of 
being, a free-thinker, and was strongly opposed by the 
clerical party. Priest and missionary though M. de 
Champfort was, and long absent from France, Gavarnie 
knew the keen interest which every detail, public and 
private, that he could give would have for his friend, 
whose heart retained the warmest affection i<x his 
country and family. Gavamie paused in his writing as 
he came to the name of Marcelle. In his last letter 
M, de Champfort had said, " Describe my niece," and 
Gavamie was well aware how fond a recollection the 
missionary retained of the little maiden whom he had 
seen at her convent, when some ten years before he had 
revisited France for a short time. 

While Gavamie was wondering why he found it so 
difficult to write of her, old Catherine, who acted as gen* 
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eral servant to M. Lachon, and waited on GaTamie aa 
well, pat her head in at the door, saying, ** Monsieur ! 
does M. le Capitaine intend to go out with the tear in 
his coat which I showed him he had made ? And of 
coarse he means to assist at the grand oeremony in 
the Place yonder? We shall see who yentares to 
stay away. There are some who will haye sour faces 
then, eb ! I say not this for monsiear ; every one 
knows that St. Denis himself was not a better patriot 
than he." 

" Who told you that St. Denis was a patriot, mother 
Catherine ?" 

'^Darnel when the aristocrats cut his head off I 
Would they have beheaded one who was on their own 
side ? But the coat ; shall I take it ?" 

"Do, my good Catherine," said Gavamie, oncere- 
moniously pulling it ofi^ and handing it to the old wo* 
man, who lingered with dissatisfied looks. 

" Hojiy Virgin I what a tear ! It will take a long 
while to mend this ; I have no thread fine enough. I 
must buy some, monsieur." 

" Here," said Gavamie, handing her some small coin, 
and returning to his writing, but he had not accom- 
plished many lines before she tapped at the door again, 
and put in her head, keeping the rest of her body on the 
landing. 

"Monsieur I the thread was very dear. Everything 
is dear now : they say the queen has used it all up in 
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making wliite cocades for the rascallj aristocrats. Wo 
shall never have anything cheap again as long as there 
are aristocrats alive. M. Fevre says so." 

" Bah 1 Is this enough ?" 

" Yes, yes, my good monsieur, that will do." 

She retired again, and Gavamie wrote on for a few 
moments longer. Then the shrewd Httle old face reap- 
peared. 

"Weill what is it now?" 

" Monsieur, I find I have no needles for this kind of 
work. It wants very long, very fine ones. If monsieur 
were a woman, he would understand. I shall have to 
buy some expressly." 

" Buy what you want, and let me know what I owe 
you." 

" They are very dear, very dear," said Catherine, with 
an anxious expression of countenance. 

" I cannot help it ; get whatever is necessary." 
" Yes, monsieur. I fly to do so. Monsieur shall have 
his coat in good time, he may be sure. But he ought 
to marry ; men never save until they have a good wife 
who knows what things cost," said Catherine, with a 
touch of remorse. " But then, young men have no need 
of money, and monsieur is too good a patriot to grudge 
a few pence to encourage commerce. But alas I money 
grows scarcer and scarcer ; no gold, and even silver is 
not too plentiful The emigrants have carried it all out 
of the country. They ought to be imprisoned and hun^ 
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those emigrants ; it is owing to them that we are all 
starving. Adieu for the moment, monsieur." 

Qavamie remained undistorbed for about a quarter of 
an hour, but instead of writing he had conjtured up the 
vision of Marcelle, whom he was bidden to describe. 
He was looking in fancy on a slender figure, and a 
young face, with no claim to beauty, except in tlie lus- 
trous eyes. Yes, she had no claim to beauty, that was 
undeniable, for she was thin, with a complexion brown, 
yet pale ; she seemed to have inherited nothing from her 
fascinating mother, nor had she the gentle gaiety of her 
father, and yet Gavamie was beginning to think that 
she resembled them both. The gravity, bom of her 
convent life, far away from home* love and caresses, 
could give place to lovely smiles, and the indifferent, 
weary air could change to ardent enthusiasm. Hither- 
to her real nature had remained undeveloped ; it was 
opening now like the rose in the sunshine that Ga- 
vamie had watched. Her very coldness had its at- 
traction, covering, as he knew it did, the power of lov- 
ing some few intensely ; it awoke the desire to overcome 
it. So vividly had Gavamie called up her image that 
he seemed actually to hear the fresh and distinct tones 
of voice, which from the first moment he heard them 
had struck him as a singular charm, and he started to 
find himself in Ibarraye, addressed by Catherine, whose 
little short steps had approached again unnoticed by 
him. This time she wore an air of such profound con- 



Digitized by 



Google 



190 ON THE EDGE OF THE gTOBlC 

stemation that he exclaimed, ''What is amiss, my good 
Catherine?" 

"Alas, monsieur, I am bom unfortunate I My thim- 
ble — and it was my mother's before me, for thimbles are 
scarce with poor people, and one must serve from gene- 
ration to generation — ^I was stretching out monsieur's 
coat at my window, to see exactly where this abomina- 
ble tear was, and that yiper Lafon, the tailor, shouted 
out to reproach me for taking up his trade, and made* 
me start so that my poor, beautiful thimble fell ofif my 
finger into the court below, and I cannot find it," said 
Catherine, with her hand to her eye& " I have broken 
my poor spine in looking for it, and Louis has sought, 
and Henric also, but«in vain, monsieur I" 

" That is a sad misfortune." 

" Alas I monsieur, I should not care if it were not for 
the dam, but how can I repair the coat without a thim- 
ble ? I do not speak of other work ; that may go ? De- 
cidedly that dam brings misfortune ; it was all owing 
to it that I lost my thimble." 

" Was it the one which you told me one day was full of 
holes?" asked Gavamie, with a laugh in his eyes. 

" Monsieur recollects that I What a good memory he 
ha9 1 And he is not too proud to notice what we poor 
folks say, and that is why he is so beloved. But what 
am I to do if I cannot find my poor thimble ?" 

"I imagine that a new one must be added to the 
thread and needles." 
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** Ah yes, that will be best ; it would be a pity if mon- 
sieur had not his coat in time for the fete. I will send 
Henric to procure one, and when I tell him it is a com- 
mission for monsieur, he will fly as if he had six wings. 
Only there is another thing. The leg is off one side of 

my spectacles, and till they %re mended For all 

the good-will in the world will not make old eyes as 
bright as young ones, monsieur I" 

"I understand ; there is not time to have the specta- 
cles repaired, and so you think that I had better take 
the coat at once to Maitre Lafon, across the way." 

" But no ! but no, monsieur I Lafon would ruin you 
outright by his exorbitant charges. It would be a sin 
to let you be so cheated. I will manage as to the spec- 
tacles, and monsieur will not forget how desirous I was 
to serve him." 

She retired in the utmost haste, and Gavamie was left 
to laugh over the recollection of the skirmish in which 
he had so unexpectedly out-generalled his adversary, 
but presently such a tumult of sounds rose up from the 
square — the growl of men's voices, the shrill pipes of an- 
gry women's, that he hastily threw on another coat, and 
roshed out to see what was going on. 

The tree emblem of the new regime was already in its 
place, but, as yet, by no means securely placed, and there 
seemed every chance that the heaving crowd, which grew 
every moment denser, would itself overthrow its idoL 
All the attention of the people was concentrated at this 
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moment upon some one whom they seemed about to 
offer up as a yictim to it, some one whom they had 
seized and pressed down on his knees, knocking his hat 
over his eyes, and while a dozen hands held him f&at, 
the crowd roared to him to take it off, and salute the tree. 
It was the Marquis de St. Xist, who, happening to be in 
the town, was too proud to turn aside into a by-way, 
and walked straight into the Place, ignoring the whole 
ceremony, and turning a deaf ear to the angry cries 
which at once assailed him. In a moment he was 
dragged down, and now knelt, perfectly still, but with- 
out making the slightest attempt to raise his hat, though 
every movement of the crowd grew more savage, as the 
mob tasted the new delight of having one of their late 
masters at their mercy. 

"Death to the aristocrat! To the knteme with him I 
Tear him to pieces I Down with the St. Xists 1" yelled 
countless voices, among which those of women were 
wildly audible, as Gavamie pushed his way into the 
Place. At that moment the storm, which had been 
gathering all day, broke with the wildest fury. The 
first low mutterings of thunder had added, unnoticed, 
their deep accompaniment to the shrieks and howls of 
the crowd. Now, a sudden rush of chill storm winds 
swept down the narrow streets and burst upon the 
square, while at the same instant a blaze of lightning 
dazzled all eyes, hail drove with cutting force into every 
face, and rain seemed dashed by bucketfuls from the 
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dark clouds OYerhead. Cries of alarm replaced those of 
fury. The ill-omened tree of liberty swayed atid fell, 
scattering the crowd right and left, and knocking down 
several of those who still grasped St. Xist. In the height 
of the confusion he sprang up, dashing a£(ide those in 
his path, making towards a small door, standing ajar in 
a garden wall, darted through it and locked it on the 
other side before his enemies knew what had happened. 
A shriek rose from the crowd as they perceived his es- 
cape, and a furious rush at the door followed, but it re- 
sisted for some minutes, and when they forced their way 
into the garden it was empty. The house had every win- 
dow fastened on that side, and there seemed no means 
of entering it; the servants on the rez-de-chaussee, 
hurrying out in afiBight, denied all knowledge of the fu- 
gitive, and a domiciliary visit from the mob proved that 
it held none but lawful and terrified inhabitants. St. 
Xist must have passed through it into the street Part 
of the mob revenged their disappointment by pillaging 
the house, while the rest pressed on, till a sudden shout 
from the foremost told that they had gained some intel- 
Hgence of the marquis ; the tailor opposite Gavarnie's 
lodging leant from his window to say thp.t some one had 
just entered, who looked like an aristocrat, and in a mo- 
ment the whole house was invaded by the crowd, again 
diminished by the tremendous rain, which was fast 
quenching the ardour even of the most patriotic. Ga- 
varnie, returning, drenched to the skin, met a dozen or 
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two dripping patriots, Btdlenly descending the staircase 
from liis rooms, while old Catherine peeped from her 
kitchen and laughed at them for haying sought the fa* 
gitive there. Their savage response showed that the 
time was already passing when a jest turned the anger 
of the populace aside ; its temper grew daily more san- 
guinary. 

Entering his room, Gavamie started to see an elderly- 
looking man stooping over his letter, and apparently di- 
ligently copying it. While he stood confounded, the 
other rose and faced him gravely, with a profound bow ; 
then breaking into a laugh, he exclaimed, 

" Parbleu ! I am at a loss how to apologize sufficiently 
unless my circumstances do it for me. I had not much 
choice of a refuge, but upon my word, until ten minutes 
ago, I thought I was in my friend De TOrme's apart- 
ment.*' 

"M. le Marquis I" ezdaimed Gayamie, still hardly 
belieying his eyes. 

" The same, captain, at your service. Allow me to 
praise this admirable dressing-gown which I took the 
liberty of borrowing ; as for this wig,*' removing it as he 
spoke, '* I fear that I shaU hardly be able to restore it 
to its owner, for I confess that I hardly know where I 
snatched it up. I had an impression that it would be 
useful" 

"But in heaven's name how did you get here T 

" You saw the little episode in the Place ? My part 
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in it was quite involuntaiy ; the clowns were so ignorant 
of polite usages that I vainly represented to them that, 
as a noble, I had the privilege of being beheaded ; they 
were for hanging me on the spot One woman even 
contributed her garter for the purpose." 

" I was there. I saw your danger, without knowing 
whom they had seized. I should have interfered 
if " 

" If I had waited long enough. But, mon cher, there 
are times when a man must act for himseU. Arrived in 
the garden, with a locked door between me and the 
crowd, I see a window with a balcony. I should have 
thought it too high to reach, only I was upon it before 
that difEiculty occurred to me. I pass through the 
apartment without meeting a soul, and appropriate this 
wig on my way, and a hat, as mine remained in the 
square. I £nd myself in the sti*eet, but I fear that 
I must have been less composed than I imagined, 
for I mistook this room for De TOrme's, a story 
lower." 

" It was well you didl Had you been found there, 
even your disguise might have failed." 

" So I reflected, on discovering my mistake. It was 
so manifestly less dangerous for you than for him to be 
compromised that I remained," said the marquis, coolly. 
** I fancy that the amiable gentry who entered in search 
of me took me for some elderly friend of yours, to whom 
you turned for advice on all grave occasion&" 
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** How did yon disgiiise yourself so speedily f 

*' Mon cher, you may recollect, as we haye acted to- 
gether, that I am supposed to have a certain talent for 
comedy. On hearing the tailor oyer the way denounce 
me, I thought this was the moment to proye whether I 
really possess it. It has often been necessanr to me to 
change my costnme rapidly. This wig — ^which I took 
up in my flight, with some idea of a disguise — ^your 
dressing-gown and slippers — a bit of charcoal from your 
hearth, and a feigned yoice and stoop, enabled me to 
assume the role of a middle-aged notary from Paris, 
with sufficent success. I told MM. the deputies of the 
mob, that I was M. Feyre's first cousin, come to adyise 
on your lawsuit, and made eyery suggestion as to my 
own capture, that occurred to me. In short, I began 
quite to enjoy my part ; but they were too hurried to 
allow me to do it full justice. Now all that remains for 
me to do is to return home." 

"Impossible, until it is dark. And once out' of the 
town, let me urge you not to linger in this neighborhood, 
marquis. The brayest man is powerless against a mul- 
titude." 

" FarUeu I there is no great temptation to linger just 
at present You all want to be free, as you say ; but 
not one knows how to respect another's liberty," said M. 
de St. Xist, with a momentary frown. '* And how am I 
to leaye this place ?" 

" We will walk out of the town in the dusk together : 
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yon will wear my doihes, and look as much unlike yoiu> 
self as possible.'^ 

** Would you wish me to return them V* 

" Well, no," answered Gayamia 

** It might not add to your popularity, were it known 
you had conducted me out of the town disguised as a 
friend of yours. Agreeable times these. Yiye les Etats- 
Oeneraux,'" said the marquis, humming a popular air. 

Qayamie admired the cool condescension with which 
M. de St. Xist accepted a service which could not be 
rendered without considerable periL He almost seemed 
to think that he was conferring a f ayour on Gayamie in 
accepting it Whether his careless composure were 
feigned or not, Gayamie could not telL The marquis 
talked on with the same easy indifference until twilight 
and the stormy eyening had completely emptied the 
streets, and made it comparatively safe for him to leave 
his shelter. Gavamie was thoroughly glad when the 
time came ; for not only might some acquaintance have 
entered, to whom it would have been difficult to account 
for a stranger's presence, supposing his disguise were 
again successful, but the cynical conversation of the 
Parisian roue disgusted him : and he prepared to ac- 
company him to the gate of the town with great alac- 
rity, and was amused, in spite of grave feelings — for the 
risk was great to both himself and St. Xist — to see him 
assume a gait and air so unlike his own that he became 
hardly recognisable. They went out together, meeting 
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Catherine on the stairs. Her little black eyes twinkled 
at the sight of them : and M. de Si Xist said, nodding 
familiarly to her, " M. le Capitaine and I are going for 
a little walk together : he will bring yon back what I 
promised ;" and she withdrew into the kitchen, mutter- 
ing, with a certain admiration, " There's one who has 
his wits about him I But I wish he may not get that 
dear boy into harm I" Her dear boy was Gavamie, for 
whom she had a tender affection, allowing no one to 
cheat him but hersell 

"You met her on your way to my room?" said 
Gavamie, understanding the state of the case. 

" Just so ; and told her if I came out safely, she 
should have the contents of my purse. Will you take 
charge of it for her ? I thought it as well to secure her 
fidelity imtil I was out of the town. The promise convert- 
ed her into a useful ally ; and now it will be her interest 
that I get away safely. It is unfortunate, by-the-bye, 
that any one should know you harboured me." 

Gavamie did not trouble himself to re-assure the 
marquis ; who did not seem so deeply distressed by the 
undeniable peril to his host as to require much conso- 
lation. To leave the town, it was necessary to cross the 
Place, where the tree of liberty lay prostrate on the wet 
stones. M. de St. Xist paused, gave a low laugh, and, 
lifting his hat, said, " Ma foi! I bow to your tree now 
with the utmost pleasure." 

"For Heaven's sake, come away!" said Gavamie ; 
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^ there may be enough of your enemies at those win- 
dows to hang you fifty times over yet" 

''Bah I Let them try. I owe them a vast debt of 
gratitude ; for they actually made me feel my life worth 
preserving to-day. A new sensation was worth any 
danger." 

Gavarnie looked at this man, who on this very spot 
a few hours before had been in the grasp of death, and of 
death in its most revolting form. He wondered if his jest- 
ing tone came of cynicism, or the courage of noble blood. 
M. de St Xist looked at him with a mocking smile. 

" That was an admirable storm I" he said, leisurely 
continuing his way. " I am really grateful to it — and 
to you. If I had died here this afternoon, my mother 
— and by the hands of such canaille^ too I — she would 
never have recovered that. This is a deluge. I really 
regret being the occasion of your going out on such a 
day — ^for the second time, too I" 

Gavarnie pressed his arm ; some one was approach- 
ing, and peering at them through the rushing rain. 

"Tes, my dear friend, all those ancient abuses are 
coming to an end ; all our ministers will be infallible ; 
all our women beautiful ; all husbands constant ; now 
that we have the States-General. Ah, that inquisitive 
person has passed by : so much the better. He will re- 
port that your companion had irreproachable senti- 
ments. Now I think we are safely out of the town ; 
farewell, a thousand thanks. If ever I have the oppor- 
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tomiy — ^whioh I troat mfty not be the case — ^and find 
yon in a like position, I thII endeavonr to repay yoor 
hospitality. Adieu !" 

He waved a farewell as he x>fttised an instant at a 
turning of the road ; and Gtivamie could hear him 
singing the air, of . which he had hummed a few bars — 
one in derision of the States-General— as they passed 
through the Flaca 
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THE FACE AT THE WINDOW. 




: O one could be admitted as a member of the 
Chapter of Alix, of which Marcelle had been 
a canoness from her childhood, unless they 
could count a certain number of quarterings, and there- 
fore only ladies of good family belonged to it. There 
was the same rule in many conyents ; the idea that the 
humility professed in such establishments was inconsis- 
tent with these distinctions would have appeared 
almost sacrilegious at a time when noble birth was 
held to be a kind of diyine thing. So degrading was 
it to be of ignoble descent, that the Marquise de Noailles, 
one of the most superstitious women in France, could 
only reconcile herself in any measure to the humble 
circumstances of St. Joseph by recollecting that al- 
though his family had fallen into decadence, he was yet 
descended from the royal tribe of Judah. 
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The Chapter of Mix was in no sense a religious order. 
Its members^ often admitted at a very early age, took 
no vows for an indefinite period. Until they absolutely 
did so they were free to marry, but wore the red ribbon 
and cross of the order, and had the title of countess, 
distinctions conferring a certain dignity and indepen^ 
dence on the possessor. Thus Marcelle returned from 
her convent as Countess de Fayolles, and took her place 
in Chateau Lestrelle almost like a young married wo- 
man. Mme. de Lestrelle felt no obligation of keeping 
a watch over her except by fits and starts, when Mme. 
de St Xist was in the neighbourhood, and the con- 
sciousness that this severe censor was suspecting her 
laxity aroused her to a faint attempt at authority, very 
gladly laid aside in a short time. She did not even 
object to Marcelle having selected for herself a rather 
isolated room, though most daughters would have occu- 
pied one opening into their mother'a Indeed, the pre- 
ference for solitude which Marcelle showed had its 
advantages, for when there were visitors at the chateau, 
Mme. de Lestrelle would gather a gay little party in 
her bedroom and play at cards, and enjoy their Parisian 
gossip half the night through, like other ladies of the 
time. Mme. de Lestrelle did not always want Marcelle 
there at such times, for though there was always a cer- 
tain reticence observed, and it would have been thought 
bad manners to. talk scandal and call things by hard 
plain names, there was a feeling against letting young 
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girls share in sach conyersation. In faet socieiy had 
no place for onmarried women, and though Marcelle 
was a canoness, it would have been far more convenient 
had she been married, even though her husband had 
had a government in some distant town, and appeared 
but once or twice in every six month& 

Her separate sleeping-room enabled her unperceived 
io glide downstairs to her &ther many evenings in the 
week which followed Bemadou's visit M. de Lestrelle 
could not forget the warning which he had listened to 
with apparent neglect. It weighed on his mind, and 
Marcelle saw it dearly, and sought to lessen his uneasi- 
ness by sharing it, or at least to understand why his 
views differed so widely from Gavamie's, but unable to 
see what the danger was, because the aspect of every- 
thing was so novel and unheard of that it could not be 
judged of by any past experience. Every one in France 
was more or less baffled by the same difficulty. Since 
the king had been virtually a prisoner, and the mob 
had terrified government into hanging the Marquis de 
Favras, the clamour for blood grew daily louder. M. 
de Lestrelle no longer attempted to hide these things 
from Marcelle, on whom he leant more and more ; and 
she knew one evening when he made her a sign to re- 
turn as she and her mother bade him good-night, that 
some fresh tidings were weighing on his mind. She 
stayed a little while in Mme. de Lestrelle's room, then 
retiring to her own, dismissed the maid, and waited tUl 
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all was still in the chateaa before she went back to her 
father. She stood listening anxiously at the top of the 
oak staircase before she ventured down, for a painfal 
feeling of mistrust had crept even into this household, 
where such a short time before there had been friendly 
courtesy on the one hand and respect and affection on 
the other. It was one of the striking features of the 
times how rapidly tibe lower classes were filled with 
hatred against the upper, even where previously they 
had been well affected. A man's foes were literally of 
his own household, for servants, from their knowledge 
of the secrets of their masters, became pecaliarly dan- 
gerous. Marcelle did not know whether her own maid 
might not be spying on her now, or whether some valet 
might not listen at a keyhole, and report, with a htm- 
dred dangerous exaggerations, what passed between her 
and her father. She stood in suspense while the cold 
moonlight glistened on the oaken steps, and dark 
shadows lurked in every comer. There was a sound, a 
step somewhere. She listened with eyes dilated with 
terror ; it died away, and she fled downstairs to the 
cabinet in the tower where her father kept his books 
and papers. It looked out on the terrace ; the trees, 
many of which had lost their leaves, uplifted a tracery 
of boughs, through which a pale blue sky was visible ; 
a mass of ilexes made a dense and gloomy shade ; all 
was distinct and chill, and not a bough stirred. The 
sense of insecurity had not yet become habitual, for the 
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shutters were nndcMsed ; yet Marcelle, for all her sap- 
pressed terror, did not notice it, but only recollected, as 
she looked through the window, how some weeks earlier 
the wood had been clothed with lovely autumn foliage, 
and Ghtvamie had explored its windings and admitted 
that its maze was harder to tread than an American 
forest 

There was something strange and melancholy in this 
night view, seen through the curtainless window, whidi 
painfully impressed Marcelle, whose nerves were more 
strained than she knew by the solitaiy watch on the 
stair& She was thankful to find herself no longer alone, 
though the cautiously lowered voice of M. de Lestrelle 
was not reassuring. 

" You are sure there is no one near, Marcelle ?** 

" Yes, I waited till I was certain there was no one 
about. Have you had bad news again to-day, papa? 
Dear father, what has happened?" for M. de Lestrelle 
suddenly pushed an open letter towards her and cov- 
ered his face with his hands, bowing his head as if over- 
whelmed with grief and shame. Tears of indignation 
nearly choked Marcelle as she read that the king was 
a prisoner in his own palace, and that the queen had 
barely escaped with life from the hands of the savage 
mob. 

" The queen I the queen I" she exclaimed. " Was it 
for this that she came to Prance ! Oh, papa, when you 
saw the people kneeling and blessing her ^ she passed, 
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could yon have believed that the sam e But they 

are not the samel They are mad with want and 
misery." 

" I feel it as a sin that I ever sided with them !" said 
M. de Lestrelle, looking up with such a pale, stem coun- 
tenance as Marcelle had never before seen him wear. 
^ ** Do you see what De Beaujeu says of the return to 
Paris ? A martyrdom of five hours, during which every 
conceivable insult waa heaped upon the Royal family. 
We called ourselves a loyal nation ; what will the gen- 
erations to come say of us? And this is only a begin- 
ning of the end T' 

'' Oh, if I had been there too !" cried Marcelle, as she 
re-read the letter. " If one could have stood by the 
queen when she faced the frantic mob from the balcony, 
and have shown that aU loyalty was not dead in her 
adopted country I How can they taunt her with being 
a stranger, when they know that to be entirely a French- 
woman she has sought to forget her native language ? 
Ah, I am glad that Lafayette acted as he did " 

"Never name that traitor to me again. He and such 
as he have destroyed us all," said M. de Lestrelle, with 
such unwonted vehemence that Marcelle was startled. 

"Dear papa, you do not think him a traitor? He 
only hoped too mucL He only thought the people wiser 
and better than they are." 

"He must be now thoroughly undeceived, then. I I 

pity the De Noailles from my heart for being connected i 
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with him. If he were my son-in-law he should never 
enter my doors again." 

M. de Lestrelle spoke with the vehemence of a mild 
nature roused to unwonted passion, and Marcelle thought 
of Gavamie, an ardent admirer of Lafayette. But for 
her father's painful emotions she must have attempted 
a defence, though her mind was full of what she had 
just heard. Anxious, however, to turn his thoughts 
away, she said, "But, dear papa, tibe king has granted 
so many concessions, that surely the people must be sat- 
isfied." 

"Concessions seem great to those who make them, 
but very small to those who receive them, my poor child. 
Heaven only knows where the popular demands will stop. 
You now understand why I wished you had a protector. 
I was to blame in allowing you to refuse the Marquis 
de Si Xisi" 

" Dear father, you punish me very severely when you 
blame yourself." 

"It is too late now to regret it," said M. de LestreUe, 
with a sigh ; "a proud family like the St. Xists would 
not ask a second time. As long as he was in the neigh- 
bourhood, I felt there was some one to turn to, but 
now He is absolutely gone, I think." 

"Yes, he bade us good-bye the last time he was here," 
said Marcelle, knitting her brows, as she recalled a sting- 
ing insinuation which M. de St. Xist had contrived to 
make as to her friendship with Gavamie, but which she 
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was fax too prond to allow to influence her condoci It 
had been for her ear alone, a Parthian dart which rasr 
kled, and which she yainlj tried to f orgei It was inex- 
pressibly galling to her that her condnct should have 
been commented on, and so natural a friendship misin- 
terpreted, but when Gavamie came to the chateau she 
remembered it no longer, so happily at ease did she feel 
with him. M. de Lestrelle knew nothing of thi£f, noth- 
ing but yague rumours of some danger that the mar- 
quis had run in Ibarraye. The last news from Paris 
had reached him before that of the neighbouring town. 
M. de St Xist had persuaded his mother to hurry back 
to Paris, but remained himself for a few days in a kind 
of brayado, coming to make his adieux at the chateau, 
as if merely returning to his regiment, although perfect- 
ly aware of the peril he. ran by remaining where he was 
so peculiarly unpopular. 

'^ I did not mean to renew this subject The time has 
passed for thai I only intended to tell you that I shall 
haye to go to Paris, and " 

''Father I To Paris? Itisnotsafa Oh, then, take 
me tool" 

" You, my poor girl I What use would that be ?" asked 
M. de LestreUe, smiling sadly as he put his hand on her 
head. 

"That at least we might die tc^ether," was in her 
heart, but she could not utter the words ; the excitement 
of all that she had heard and felt that eyening oyerpow- 
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ercd hor^ and she burst into tears. M. de Lestrelle bad 
never seen her composure visibly shaken before, and it 
sorely tried his own. 

"Maroelle !" he said, rising hastily, and speaking with 
impatience, "spare me this. I cannot bear it You 
must listen to me, for your mother's saka" 

She dried her tears at once ; anything rather than 
cause him more pain* 

'' My child !" said M. de Lestrelle, resuming his usual 
gentle tone, "I did not mean to be hard upon you. 
You are growing up in sad days. I wish you had a bro- 
ther I There seems no natural protector for you. If 
De Champfort were in France, or if you could go to 
him," — ^he paused, and a smile that surprised Marcelle, 
for it was almost playful, came on his lips — " we have 
his deputy here, however." 

" In M. Gavamie. Then his opinions " 

" His opinions are those of a young man, and do not 
prevent his being a trustworthy friend," said M. de Les- 
trelle, almost impatiently, and Marcelle did not feel it 
necessary to call him to account for this inconsistency. 
" He may believe in chimeras like the rest, but his are 
the dreams of a noble mind ; you will find none of Vol- 
taire's cold cynicism in Gavamie. He has time enough 
to unlearn, and but for his being at hand I could not 
leave you and your mother." 

" But why need you go, papa?" 

" To prevent your being a beggar, my child. And I 
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must see some of my family, and take counsel on future 
plans. Meanwhile, see here : in this box is money, a 
large sum which I have called in, and I wish, if it cau 
be done without alarming her, that you would induce 
your mother to put her diamonds here also. It is easi- 
ly carried. Look how I lock ii Keep the key with the 

utmost care. I have also papers in this bureau " 

He took up a key as he spoke, and was unlocking the 
bureau in question while she held the lamp, when some- 
impulse made her glance towards the mirror which re- 
flected the window. She started so that she nearly 
dropped the lamp, and M. de Lestrelle asked in surprise 
what had happened. 

'^I saw a iaxse looking in, reflected in the glass," she 
answered, gazing speU-boimd into the darks depths of 
the glass, to which M. de LestreUe hastily turned, but 
the pohshed surface now reflected but the faces ©f him- 
self and Marcelle, startling both anew by the looks which 
it revealed to them on their own countenances. Both 
went to the window, and looked intently out, but noth- 
ing stirred, the moon was hidden, and all objects were 
confounded together in the gloom. 

"I did see a fece," repeated Marcelle. " I am sure of 
ii" 

" The dogs have not barked," observed M. de Lea- 
treUe. 

" No, but it was not my fancy." 

" Then it was some one whom they knew." 
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*^ Could it haye been Lebrun ? I half thought so." 

^ Ah I What should bring him here 1 But the rascal 
has never forgotten the rebuke I gave him, nor your 
summary dismissal, Marcelle. This is unfortunate. I 
must find some safer place for this casket ; it may contain 
all the fortune you will have ; I wish I knew whether that 
spy was near when I opened it To-night I will keep 
it in my own room, and to-morrow I may have de- 
cided upon some safer place." 

"The recess that we discovered in the western tow- 
er 

" True, no one knows of that but Bemadou, and I 
should want his help in making all safe. Your hand is 
very cold, my child I how you tremble I do not stay here. 
Good-night : go upstairs softly." 

" You will not remain here alone, papa ?" 

" Afraid to go upstairs by yourself ? It is not wonder- 
ful to-night ; but you were never meant for a heroine, 
little one." 

She replied to this faint attempt at raillery by a kiss. 
The prospect of passing through the silent house alone 
at this hour, was really formidable to her, for she had 
full time to anticipate the solitude, and possible terrors ; 
but above all she dreaded leaving her father in this 
lonely room, with that prowling spy on the terrace. 
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DOUBTS AND FEABS. 

I HE effect of the apparition seen by Marcelle 
was to cause M. de Lestrelle to send on the 
morrow for Gavamie, with whom he wished to 
take counsel ; but when Gavarnie obeyed the summonsy 
he found M. de Lestrelle writing in his cabinet^ and so 
absorbed in his occupation that at first he did not r^ 
collect why he had begged him to come. A fastidious 
and ^accurate scholar, he had for many years divided 
his leisure between his favourite pursuit of botany, then 
in its infancy, and the study of classic authors, or in 
writing essays never intended for the public, yet on 
which he bestowed such minute and elaborate pains as 
made them literary treasurea At this moment he had 
forgotten all his anxieties, all the tumult of the outer 
world, in the composition of some of those pages filled 
with delicate irony and pathos, whose elegant finish had 
made a great scholar of the day and one of the old 
friends privileged to read them, compare them to paint- 
ings on Sevres china. The sight of Gavamie, waiting 
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with a smile nntil M. de Lestrelle should realize his 
presence, at last reminded him of the events of the 
past night, and the benevolent face, jnst before .so fall 
of tranquil content, clouded over. 

" You are always welcome," he said, holding out his 
hand, '* always, my good friend, and especially so to- 
day. I want your advice. But first, how is your own 
business prospering ? I perceive that you have not yet 
adopted Diderot's maxim, that the possession of prop- 
erty is the root of all evil and disorder." 

"No, but it may be because having private property 
is demoralizing that I cannot see it in that light. I 
confess that I triumph in having proved my right to 
the possessions which M. de Champfort handed over to 
me when he became a Becollet. The flagrant injustice 
of the elder brother's delaying so long to make any 
claim, and when he believed us disarmed and secure, 
attacking the donation, merited heavier chastisements 
than merely losing his cause. How unlike tibie brothers 
are ! and must have been from their birth." 

" Most true — ^unfortunately for us all. It is a great 
misfortune for my wife and daughter that the only male 
relation on that side of the house, who is in France, 
should be such a man as the viscount. Ton have suc- 
ceeded in regaining those important papers ?" 

"At last, thanks to Maitre Lafon, that pearl of 
notaries." 

'* Ah, that man would go heart and soul into a law- 
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snit againBt a noble. What a democrat he is ! The 
man is born out of time ; he is in fact an ancient Bo- 
man, but liying nnder the late empire. Those men, 
bom too soon or too late, they are of a dangerous sort, 
dangerous to themselves and others." 

''He has seen the nobles too closely," said Gavamie, 
"who knew that M. de Lestrelle was too much of a phi- 
losopher to take .offence at his stricture. 

" And what is your next step ?" 

**I have only to prepare for my return to Ame* 
rici" 

"Tour return I Tou have decided to return to 
America ?" 

" Almost I have weighed the matter welL I have 
considered what my duty as a Frenchman and land- 
owner is, but this new life is in every way repugnant 
to me. I see that even with all your benevolence you 
have never made the peasants look on you as truly 
their friend ; every improvement that you attempt is 
thwarted and hampered ; how much more would it be 
so with me, whom the people would mistrust as their 
superior, while the nobles disdained me as an interlo- 
I)er ? No, my home is America ; if I return, I shall 
have a ship — ^these lands will find a purchaser who " 

" True, true, it is all as you say," interrupted M. de 
Lestrelle, shading his face with his hand. " This is a 
new blow. I had not expected it. You see, my friend, 
you have been so much one of us that I looked to you 
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to protect my family, aa an old mau like myself is una- 
ble to do, alas \" • 

" M. le Oomte, nothing could be more imperatiye in 
my eyes than such a duty : were I needed by you, be 
sure I should be at hand.'' 

"Then you wiU stay, for a while at least. Let me 
know you near while I am away. I must go to Paris 
immediately. I foresee that if I do not realize part of 
my fortune, at once, my wife and child may be beggars, 
and there is no time to lose in corresponding with my 
solicitor. I must be on the spot. But if you are near, 
Gabrielle wiU feel safe." 

" How shall I thank you enough for your unvarying 
^kindness?" exclaimed Gayamie, with energy which made 
M. Lestrelle smile. " Yes !" he continued, perceiving it, 
"it is no small kindness to receive me as you have all 
done from the first ; I do not believe that there is another 
family in France which would have ignored that I am 
a roturier, divided by a world of social differences from 
themselvea It is impossible not to feel galled when one 
realizes that nothing, neither greatness nor goodness, 
did one possess them in ever so large measure, could 
bridge over the gulf." 

" You take your revenge, my dear Gavamie, by de- 
spising the nobles. As for me, my little mosses have 
taught me a lesson ; not one of them, insignificant as 
the^ look, whose pedigree does not shame the longest 
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of ours. How brief OTir genealogies are beside iheirsl 
But to return to my projects." 

" You do not think of taking your family with you T 

" It is out of the question. I wish to keep them out 
of the hands of my brother and my brother-in-law. Yet 
how can I leave them ? You know what the recent out- 
rages have been. Sixty-seven chateaux destroyed in a 
few days near Macon, thirty-seven in Dauphine, and 
every man, woman, and child in them murdered! In 
Normandy equal atrocities ; my friend De Eivieres 
thrown on a blazing pile, and only withdrawn from it 
with his hands burned to the bonel" 

" Such outrages must cure themselves, and those who 
commit them only represent a small section of the peo- 
ple. We have had nothing like it here." 

" As yet But the lower classes have by heart Lafon- 
taine's adage, * A master is an enemy.' We French are 
cruel out of wantonness, tigres singes, as Voltaire calls 
us ; and when men are no longer restrained by moral 
and religious laws, they lose all reverence for life, and 
become mere savages." 

"Yet if we believe in the perfectibility of man," began 
Gavamie, who had, like the rest of the youthful world, 
dipped deeply into Bousseau, and been captivated by his 
entrancing eloquence. 

" I do not believe in it. I have studied man and men 
too long. You ask where ? In my own heart" 

Gavamie smiled, for he thought that M. de Lestrelle 
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oonld scarcely have ihe ill opinion of mankind which he 
implied, had he studied it nowhere else. 

" Ah, you smile I Montaigne would tell you that he 
who studies himself enough, has studied all men — and 
he is no mean authority,'' said M. de Lestrelle : glancing 
lovingly at the volumes of his favourite author on the 
shelves above his bureau. ''I have seen something of 
men, too, for I was once an ambitious man enough : but 
I became disgusted with public affairs, and was thank- 
ful to return to the harmless quiet of private lifa" 

"A public one is the only noble career," said Gavar- 
nie, anxious to beguile the old man, whom he loved as 
all around him did love M. de Lestrelle, from the pain- 
ful subject of poHtics. ''Since no man is bom for him- 
self, each should surely take a share in the Common- 
wealth." 

"Bah I that is a specious argument ; but how many 
do you think really plunge into the tumult out of patri- 
otism? Ask them on their honour whether they are 
fighting to advance the general good, or their own, and 
see what they would answer." 

" I know a dozen men at least whose motives are pure- 
ly patriotic." 

** Then the world has improved since my time," said 
M. de Lestrelle, who was as severe in his judgment of 
men in general, as he invariably was lenient in individ- 
ual cases ; " and is, no doubt, advancing towards that 
perfectibility which it is the fashion to believe in. As 
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for me, I soon had enough of the turmoil — ^though I 
hope I did my duty while in office — and I went back to 
my books, and my plants, and my family ; and when 
anything goes wrong, I write an essay upon it, like a 
philosopher : though as for the philosophers of the day 
the tintamarre they make deafens my old ears. A cer- 
*tain modesty of aspiration is the wisdom of nations^ as 
weU as of individuals/' 

" Things go fast at present, and the way is not dear ; 
but it will be for the generations to come." 

" Haying crushed all obstacles. As Necker said, * I 
am not guilty : but I am responsible.' The nobles may 
say the same. Some of us may only be guilty of the sins 
of our ancestors, but we shall have to answer for them." 

Gavamie could no longer speak with the assurance 
of some weeks before. He could only venture to de- 
clare that the people had too just an instinct to con- 
found a family like the LestreUes with seigneurs who 
had tyrannized over them up to the last moment when 
feudal privileges were wrested from tiiem ; his theories 
and his experiences began to be at war. M. de Lestrelle 
shook his head, and pointed to the avenue, strewn with 
broken branches. " Look," he said, " did you notice, as 
you came to-day, how the storm of last night has not 
only uprooted the old chestnut, but strewn the summer's 
nest of a wood-pigeon on the ground ? There is such a 
storm now sweeping over France : it will spare neither 
tree nor nesi I had hoped to secure a protection for 
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my nesilmg in M. de Si Xist, but that scheme has fal- 
len through." 

Gayamie made an eager movement which did not es- 
cape M. de Lestrelle's eye, but he repressed the impulse 
to speak. After all, it was no affair of his ; though he 
rejoiced that Marcelle should be free from all connexion 
with the marquis. 

"You see, therefore," continued M. de Lestrelle, after 
an imperceptible pause, " there is absolutely no one to 
whom I can look but yourself. One brother-in-law is 
my enemy, the other absent ; my own brother is the last 
man whom I could trust. The last time I saw him, I 
asked if he had many debts, and he answered " Parbleul 
I have nothing else I" 

" Ibarraye would be a safer residence than this," said 
Gavarnie, after some thought " The people are so ex- 
asperated by the emigration of the nobles, that such a 
step would have the best effect. It would appeal to 
them by the confidence it showed." 

" I doubt the wisdom of such a step. Ibarraye is like 
all the other towns in France ; it has a terrible past. 
There have been executions and confiscation^ : dragon- 
nades and proscriptions; Protestants murdered by Ca- 
thoHcs, and Catholics by Protestants ; it will demand 
an account of all thia I had thought of emigration." 

Gavarnie saw how deep was the anxiety that could 
thus uproot the old man from his cherished home. 
**Maiaon dMssie la premiere pJUe^*^ he said, hastily. 
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" Besides there is a talk of confiscatijig the property of 
emigrants.** 

" I know it ; it is a serions consideration ; but I be- 
lieve the danger to be so pressing, that I would not an- 
swer a month hence for the king's head, nor yours. I 
hear that M. de Si Xist was in danger at Ibarraye the 
other day. What occurred?" 

He listened to Gavamie's account with extreme at- 
tention, and his comment was, " See how everything is 
changed | once you left France on account of the noble 
whose life you have just held in your hands. Nothing 
could have characterized the times more forcibly." 

And both for a moment sat thinking on what a strange 
turn of fate this had been, before M. de Lestrelle told 
Gavamie of his reason for simimoning him, and asked 
if he thought the vision in the glass had only been con- 
jured up by a girl's excited fancy. He saw that Gavar- 
nie beheved a spy had really been there. 

" I have a safe hiding-place for the money I Bpoke 
of," said M. de Lestrelle, " but to conceal it entirely I 
must send for Bemadou Chrestiaa." 

" The cagot I Any one could frighten a secret out of 
him." 

"I would trust him with my life — ^with my wife's. 
Tou do not know the poor fellow's devotion to us, his 
friends. And now I want you to do me a favour, to 
seek him and bid him come here as soon as he can do 
so unobserved. I intend to go to Paris as soon as pos- 
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Bible. You may gaess how difficult it is to find a mes* 
Benger to the cagot ; nolLone of my servants would 
go, and besides, no one must guess why I want 
him." 

" I will go, if you have positively decided on trusting 
him." 

"You think you know him better than I do ?" said M. 
de Lestrelle, with a rallying smile. "But no taiore of 
all this — ^here is Gkibrielle." 

The smiling gaieiy with which Mme. de LestreUe en- 
tered contrasted strangely, almost pathetically, with 
what had gone before. 

*^ You have the air of conspirators 1" said she. "What 
are you two planning ?" 

" I find that I shall have to go soon to Paris, my dear 
wife," said M. de Lestrella " Our friend here will be 
at hand, however. Prepare your orders for your milli- 
ner, and tell me what hyacinths and tulips to bring from 
les Trois Frires." 

" "ton are going to Paris I You will surely take me 
also?" 

" It is for so short a time, and at such a season too." 

Mme. de Lestrelle looked astonished and startled. 
" You who never go from home ? It must be some very 
pressing business. Is this journey safe, M. le Capi- 
taine?" 

" Quite, I trust, dear madame." 

"Why should you doubt it, my dear GabrieUe? 
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What fihonld make a journey to Paris to see my man of 
business imsafe?" 

'< Everything seems in so strange a state from my mo- 
ther's letters ; I can understand nothing of it, but she 
describes horrors all oyer the country." 

" You have known this V 

" Yes, she \mtes thus, but I suj^pose it is but a pass- 
ing emeute at Paris : what is the use of thinking of un- . 
pleasant things ? You have looked grave of lat^ num 
ami, so I would not speak 6f these matters." 

" I have thought it might be advisable to join your 
mother for a time. Your cousiqs, and my old fliends 
the De Nieuvilles have gone to Bussia, others to Eng- 
land ; we should find friends in all these places," said 
M. de LestreUe, studying her face, to see if she had been 
secretly anxious all this time that he flattered himself he 
had kept all painful news from her. But his last words 
touched a new chord, and she exclaimed, laughing, " Ah, 
yes ; did I not tell you that Mine. Legrain, that person 
from Ibarraye, who comes here under the pretext of 
associating me with her works of charity — she was here 
yesterday, and told me with pride that her uncle's fam- 
ily were about to emigrate, as all the upper classes were 
in danger. The upper classes and Mme. Legrain's un- 
cle — what is that fable, mon ami, of the little lion-dog, 
who fled because the king of beasts was to be hunted ?" 

" Vanity has caused many to emigrate thus," said Ga- 
yamie. 
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" These poor innocents think that it ennobles them to 
follow the bad example of the great families/' 

" Do you think it a bad example, Gabrielle ?** 

" The king and qneen do not emigrate, I imagine, mon 
ami f* 

"No, not yet." 

" Then, until they dc^ I think their subjects should 
remain in France. It seems to me very little the act of 
a loyal and a brave subject to desert the throne because 
it is in danger. Are only traitors to stay near it ? Be- 
sides," she added, with her usual gay carelessness, 
" there is always time enough to think of disagreeables. 
Let us wait until your return from Paris before decid- 

It was impossible to tell how far she really compre- 
hended the state of things. Her strongest impulse was 
to escape from everything painful by the quickest means : 
she would have driven cares away, if possible, from those 
dear to her, but it was impossible to her to share them. 
Like many women, her mental growth had never pro- 
ceeded beyond the one period when her heart had been 
really moved ; and this was when, as a bride, she be- 
came fondly attached to her husband. She had never 
grown any older in mind since, and never would. Her 
husband and daughter need not so carefully have shield- 
ed her from the terror which pubKc affairs began to in- 
spire : exceeding peace had made her bold, and of any- 
thing so serious as real dread she was incapable. No 
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one who saw her gay and bewitching ways conld associ- 
ate any thing but admiration and prosperity with her ; 
and when Lafontaine wrote — 

Je sois chose l^g^re, 

Et Tole k tont stget ; 
Je Tais de fleur en flenr, 

£t d'objet en objet, 

he sorely must haye had in his mind some gay butterfly 
creatures such as Mma de Lestrelle. 
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CHAPTER XVL 

A PATRIOT. 

^AVARNIE was issning forth from the Maison 
Lestrelle, in Ibarraye, to execute M. de Les- 
trelle's commission to Bemadou — ^though 
much against his own judgment — ^when he met his 
landlord in the doorway ; the £at little bourgeois, who 
had been anxious about Veronique's safety on a memor- 
able occasion. He was attired in a waistcoat aux nota- 
bles, fastened with buttons, each containing a portrait 
of the popular idol, Mirabeau ; not that at heart the 
little man was a democrat, or had any political opinions 
at all, but being timid and wealthy he sought, if possi- 
ble, to forestall public opinion, and talked a ferocious 
red-republican jargon, not one word of which was sin- 
cere. Gavamie took a malicious pleasure in playing 
on his fears, and informing him, whenever he had add- 
ed some new token of patriotism to his dress — such 
as the Mirabeau buttons — that they had just gone out 
of fashion in Paris ; which, indeed, was generally strict- 
ly true, so rapid were the changes of opinion in the 
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capital, and bo slow was news in reaobing the remoter 
provinces. M. Lachon lived in continual trepidation, 
fearing not to have done the right thing, and unable to 
be sure that he had convinced his townsmen of his 
patriotism. 

" Good morning, M. le Capitaine I Abroad, like my- 
self on the service of the nation T said he to Oavamie. 
'' I go to the market to buy provisions for the dinner 
which I give to-day to some of our good patriots. 
Whatl one must not grudge money in such a cause, 
hem f hein f You may hear the eggs hissing in the pan, 
and the meat is turning already on the spit One must 
manifest one's opinions, heinf Hi! Catherine! look 
to the soup. Catherine, Catherine, have you seen to 
the roast? and the pates, Catherine, let me see the 
pates." 

"Dame, mon maitre," responded the shrill voice of 
the housekeeper from within, " the pate is not so much 
as begun. Do you think that a pate for such a com- 
pany as this can be made without reflection, like milk 
soup ? One cannot cook without thought, as you mi^ht 
write a letter." 

"Bon!" said Gavamie, laughing; "Catherine has 
her moments of inspiration, like all great artists." 

" Yes, yes, but you know the proverb, ' Water for 
wheat, wine for men, and a stick for women.' The 
master*s eye, sir, the master's eye I" and off trotted the 
little man into the kitchen ; but before Gavamie had 
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stirred there was a short sharp volley of words from 
Catherine, and M. Lachon returned with a crestfallen air, 
and evidently afraid of any questions, he hastened to turn 
the subject by saying, " There will be speeches this even- 
ing, speeches worth hearing. Maitre Lebrun is a bom 
orator; it was sublime to hear him proclaim l^at all taxes 
ought to be abolished ; that is, that the rich ought alone 
to pay them;" and here a sigh escaped the little man, for 
as a wealthy bourgeois living in town, he had hitherto 
enjoyed many pleasing immunities, which were coming 
to a speedy end under the new regime. 

"You are a good patriot," said Gavamie, with a 
smile. 

" Assuredly, assuredly. Tou join us to-night ?" 

" Excuse ma I thank you for the invitation ; but as 
you know, Maitre Lebrun is no friend of mine." 

" Ihtaf we are all friends : we have no enemies except 
among the gveitx of aristocrats. Every one of us cries 
Long live the nation, and the aristocrats to the lampost ! 
from his heart Gome to-night, my dear captain ; for 
my sake, come to-night ; I ask it entirely on my 
account. You wiU not fail?" added M. Luchon, so 
earnestly that Gavamie, unable to believe that his soci- 
ety was so ardently desired by him, asked in wonder, 
"But why should my presence or absence make any 
great difference ?" 

" Why I Ah, monsieur, how can you be so inconsid- 
erate, so egotistical !" exclaimed his landlord, with an 
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eloqti6(Q06 of reproach in look and tone that was quite 
affecting. ** Do you not see that if yon stay away yon 
will be considered a Inkewarm patriot ; it may be dan- 
gerous, positively dangerous I" 

''I will take care of myself, dear sir." 

'' Of yourself I I am not thinking of yon, monsieur ; 
no doubt you will, but I — ^I, your landlord, I may be 
compromised by your absenca Think of that^ I beg of 
you. Of yourself! " repeated M. Luchon indig- 
nantly, and then lowering his voice, which had risen to 
a treble shriek, he continued, ** You do wrong to go so 
often to the chateau yonder ; things get said, and they 
may injure others. We all know that you are a good 
citizen, but you interfered, they say, to save the Marquis 
de St. Xist" 

"Where?" 

"In the Place," answered M. Luchon, and Gavamie 
was relieved to findihat his real share in the marquis's 
escape was still unknown. ^And you frequent the 
family at the chateau ; it is seen with an eviL eye by 
some. StilL," he added, sinking his voice to a whisper, 
" when you see M. le Comte next, assure him of my re- 
spect and good wilL The nobles may have the upper 
hand again ; who knows ? One would willingly stand 
well with all parties." 

" I fear that you aspire to the impossible, dear sir ; 
no one can accuse you of upholding the noblesse, yet 
there are evil Bpeakers who say you were not always a 
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patriot," said Gavamie, stieppmg out into the street, 
deaf to the horror-stieken protestations M. Luchon, 
which passed into signs of enthusiasm at the sight of 
the national guard, newly organized at Ibarraye. It 
had taken the place of the soldiers who used to loiter 
in the streets, otherwise they were as gloomy and dull 
as eyer ; more so, indeed, for several fejuilies who used 
to spend much money in the town had emigrated, and 
trades supported by the rich were at a standstill, and 
distress began to intensify the discontent in France. 
No stir, no excitement showed that anything unusual 
was passing in the country ; for this southern province 
was as yet much less affected by the new ideas than 
those nearer the capital ; but propagandists were not 
wanting, and abeady the populace was growing danger- 
oua As Gavamie passed a forge he noticed that all 
work was suspended, for the smith and his men were 
gathered round a neighbour who had hurried in with a 
newspaper which the colporteur had brought that day. 
Gazettes were scarce, and usually the provincial towns 
were singularly indifferent to public news, but even in 
Ibarraye it was becoming far otherwise ; women left 
the dance, and men their game at quoits or their work, 
to listen to the contents of a newspaper, now openly 
read, though only a few months ago the colporteur 
would have been sent to the gaUeys for importing it. 
Through the papers the provinces learned what was 
passing at Paris, which gave the tone to all the rest of 
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France, now that the threatening voices of its innnmer* 
able artisans b^;an to be heard. 

The blacksmith stood where the light of his forge 
glowed red on his ^ swarthy face, and his white teeth 
flashed out in a fierce laugh as the reader paused and 
looked round triumphantlj. The nobles had again 
been defeated in a struggle with the deputies of the 
lower classes. 

" Ha ! the servants cry out that there are thieves in 
the house because they are no longer permitted to rob 
at their pleasure I" shouted the smith. '' It is our turn 
now ; the old song has been sung long enough." 

The others gave a loud assent ; one, perceiving Ga- 
vamie outside the forge, called out» " Hi, master I you 
can read like a priest ; come in and let us hear it all 
over again," and Gavamie entered and read, while they 
listened in wrapt attention, breaking out into trium- 
phant, threatening comment at the end. He heard the 
ringing blows begin again on the anvil as he went out 
at the gate, through which he had passed M. de St. Xist, 
and thought what new life and hope was inspiring the 
French people. It seemed to him that no price could 
be too dear to pay for it, and he was right, though he 
was very far from divining what a costly price it would 
be. His thoughts reverted to M. de St. Xist, and to 
Marcelle, and he wondered how a man like M. de Les- 
trelle could have been so deceived as to wish to entrust 
his daughter to the marquis. He had approached the 
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presbytere as he thought thns. It was a large, tumble- 
down house, which the Abbe Bergerat had fotind out of 
repair, and left to go to rain, for his small stipend was 
spent on his flock, and it was only by the strict economy 
of his old mother that they contrived to Hyc. He was 
now in church celebrating mass, and Cktvamie knew 
that MarceUe was almost sore to be present ; he had 
learnt her habits, he hardly knew how, and it was 
probably this knowledge that induced him to linger in 
the deep porch, and flnedly enter. 

Ibarraye possessed a much larger church within its 
walls, and this was only a little old building, which had 
been erected by the Templars, but had passed into 
other hands at the destruction of the order. It had 
now a large district of valley and mountain attached 
to it, and though neither its cure nor itself were in fash- 
ion like Si Severin in the town, yet it had its devotees. 
They loaded the altar with artificial flowers, and had 
raised a sum of money, by aid of which the ceiliag had 
been painted blue and spangled with golden stars, and 
a blooming angel, suspended by one foot, stooped down- 
wards, with a crown of roses in his hand. In curious 
contrast with these modem efforts of the genius of 
some local artist was the rude confessional, the worm- 
eaten gaUery of brown wood, and the cool, solitary 
feeling in the church, where the voices of the priest and 
of the Httle lad who served as acolyte alone broke the 
stillness. 



Digitized by 



Google 



232 ON THB EDas or the storm. 

Gtavanue saw Marcelle kneeling with hidden &tce in 
the seigneurial seat which belonged of right to her fam- 
ily ; a maid was with her as usual, who, being much less 
absorbed than her mistress, soon spied out Gavarnie, 
and bent towards her to call her attention to the dis- 
covery. The motionless attitude of Marcelle seemed to 
check her, and she returned to her own doTotions. Ga- 
varnie was sure that Marcelle was dreading her father's 
impending journey, and was praying for his safeiy ; he 
guessed rather than saw how fast her hands were 
clasped over her face, and that she trembled with sobs 
that even here she sought to suppress. How many 
generations had knelt in this place since the Templars 
built it, bringing tears and prayers to perhaps the only 
ear to which they dared confide them ? 

There were no tears in the eyes of Marcelle when she 
rose to leave the church, but a woful, wistful look that 
went to Gavamie's heart He knew that it would be a 
breach of etiquette to address her, thus beyond the 
shelter of her home and without her mother ; he had 
now enough experience of the cruel gossip of a pro- 
vincial town to shrink from exposing her to its com- 
ments, and was trying to make up his mind only to bow 
and pass on, when she paused and said in EngHsh, that 
her attendant might not understand, "My father goes 
to-morrow, is it safe ?' 

Gavarnie hesitated; then looking up, answered, "You 
do not know how I wish that I could say I was sure of 
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it And I do believe that no harm can happen to him/* 
he added, rather thinking of the prayers that had been 
offered up for him than of the scenes to which M. de 
Lestrelle was going. 

"I wish you were going too ; I should have no fear 
for him then/* said Marcelle, and the simple words 
made his heart bound with a joy for which he did not at- 
tempt to account to himself. She was turning to go, 
when her maid exclaimed, " Ah, madame, will not mon- 
sieur go with us to the gates ? One does not know who 
may be near, and if madame has no fears, I have." 

" What has happened ?" asked Ghivamie. 

"As we came to church, some one hidden in the 
trees cried out, "The aristocrats to the lanternel" 
Marcelle answered with visible tremor. "It is too 
foolish, for I think they do not even know what lantemes 
are here, but indeed I should be glad of an escort I 
had thought of asking M. Bergerat to accompany us, 
only they say he is so unpopular that I would not in- 
crease the ill-feeling against him by his being seen with 
a wicked aristocrat hke me." 

" And you did not mean to ask me !" said Gavamie, 
reproachfully. "The circumstances surely justify a 
little breach of custom," he added, getting no answer ; 
" but you must not come thus unprotected beyond your 
home." 

" Oh, indeed I must come to church, and if I said 
much of being alarmed my mother and father would ob- 
ject" 
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"And yet you were greatly alanued f* 

" Yes/' answered Maroelle, with direct simplicity ; 
"but no good could come of giving up a duty because 
one was afraid." 

They parted at the gates of the ch&teau. Gavamie 
turned back, and took the path along the gave, which 
the late storm had converted into a torrent, whose green 
colour was almost hidden by foam as it roared and 
dashed over its rocky bed, and hurried torn brambles 
and uprooted fir-trees along with it The wind had 
hardly yet subsided, and tossed back the plumy heads 
of the fir-trees, and made a wild and fitful music among 
them as it passed, while clouds hurried by overhead, 
every now and then letting fall a few heavy drops of 
rain, scattered by the wind. Autumn storms had come 
with the advancing season, and the weather had been 
gloomy and threatening ever since the tempest which 
had dispersed the crowd in the Place of Ibarraye. Ga- 
vamie's step was light as he passed along, indifferent 
to the gathering storm ; a sense of liberty exhilarated 
him whenever he got outside of the old walls of Ibar- 
raye. He thought of the blue dancing waves so familiar 
and dear to him, and of the wild seas that washed the 
northern coast of his adopted home ; the pine woods of 
the mountain valley through which he was passing 
were full of familiar sounds, and even somewhat re- 
minded him of the mighty forests of Canada. The 
stems rose to a great height, and the ground below was 
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strewn with fir needles falling in showers from the 
branches overhead, whose dark foliage formed a roof 
which neither sun nor rain seemed able to penetrate. 
Lower down, antumn had laid her hand on the trees : 
there were leafless boughs, and here and there a beech 
glowed in splendid rosset and orange, but whether sum- 
mer sun or winter snow rested upon the flr trees, they 
showed Kttle change. It was amongst them that the 
cagot had built his home, replacing the humble cottage 
which his father had constructed by a dwelling of two 
rooms, backed by the rock which rose behind it in a 
huge precipice. The only path to it was beside the wa- 
terfall, where the rocks had assumed a fantastic resem- 
blance to a monstrous flight of steps, which had not es- 
caped the popular eye, for this end of the valley was 
known as the Pas du Geant There was no visible 
track up to the cagot's abode, but to one used to the 
active life of Gavamie the ascent had never presented 
any difficulties, and he was no stranger in that house, 
though, as it happened, he had never found Bemadou 
at home. The cagot was of a wild and solitary nature, 
preferring free air and loneliness to even the company 
of his sister, and spent his leisure time in the woods or 
by the lake, watching the birds and wild animals, whose 
habits he knew by heart, and who seemed instinctively to 
recognize him as a friend. Yeronique, of a totally dif- 
ferent disposition, received Gkivamie joyfully, delighted 
to have a visitor, and to gather news of the world be- 
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low, from which she was almost entirely cut off unless 
when she found an errand to Ibarraye, to fetch provisions, 
or carry dyes to M. Luchon. She recognized his tap at the 
door, but looked out of the window with habitual caution 
before answering it, though none but a cagot from 
the town, or a smuggler, ever took the trouble to clam- 
ber the Giant's steps, unless it were Gavamie. Once or 
twice in former times the sergeants of the marechaussee 
had visited it in search of contraband goods suspected 
to be hidden there, but they had long abandoned their 
useless inspection. Yeronique had once, however, been 
thoroughly frightened by a visit from M. de St. Xist^ 
who lost his way out hunting, and entered the cottage 
to ask for directions. His insolent admiration had ter- 
rified and exasperated the girl, who was alone, and she 
had ever since barred the door in Bernadou's absence. 
Pretending to fetch wine from the inner room, she had 
slipped out of the house by a way that the smugglers 
had often found useful, and the marquis sat waiting in 
vain for her return, until in angry disappointment he 
had left the place. The fear of encountering him 
haunted Veronique for a long time, but knowing her 
brother to be the protege of M. de Lestrelle, he did not 
venture again to molest her, lest he should lose the 
good graces of the chateau. 

Assured that Gavamie was there, Veronique opened 
the door with a smiling welcome, and introduced him 
into her kitchen, which was Bemadou's sleeping-place. 
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It was dean, compared to the usual state of peasant 
dwellings, though dimly lighted by the small window 
Med with little panes of ^ glass. A heap of beech-nuts 
lay in one corner, destined to furnish oil for the rude 
lamp which stood on a shelf overhead, among bowls 
and platters testifying to the skill of the young carpen- 
ter, as did the walnut chairs and table of pear-wood. 
The chest, which held Veronique^s Sunday dress and 
the linen which she had spun for herself, was much 
older than the rest of the furniture, and had been an 
heirloom for several generations. There was an air of 
comfort and prosperity about the place very uncommon 
in the abode of artisan or peasant at that time, and it 
was evident that the father of Bemadou and Yeronique 
had found smuggling answer, since his children were 
living in what, for their rank, might be called luxury. 
The only thing, however, not absolutely intended for 
use, was a crucifix against the wall, and a rude engrav- 
ing, with a newly gathered beech bough, rich in autnm- 
nal tints, hanging under it A pot of chestnut soup 
was boiling on the hearth, where a wood fire was 
smouldering. As Gavamie entered, a sudden flame 
leaped up, and Veronique said, " I knew that some one 
was coming, for just now it blazed of its own accord." 

"Is that the sign of a visitor?" Gavamie asked, seat* 
ing himself by the window. 

" We think so here. I wish that it happened oftener, 
for every day goes on and on, like Ave Maria, always the 
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same. I should so like to see the world I I never thought 
of it till you told me of the wonderful things there axe 
in other placea" 

" I did you no service then, i»y poor Veronique, un- 
less I can persuade your brother to go where you and 
he would be better treated than in Ibarraye." 

"Oh, monsieur, if it were possible! But Bemadou 
would never go. We are as fast here as a bolt in a door. 
I have spoken of it sometimes of late ; and he listened 
with a face as gloomy as St. Peter's when he hears a cock 
crow ! And then, without the first word of an answer, 
he gets up and marches off into the forest. Figure to 
yourself, monsieur, he has been all the way to Paris — 
where the king's palace is — and all his thought was only 
how soonest to return here. This place holds him as 
bird-lime does a linnet" 

"You are better off here than the king and queen in 
their palace, pretty one," said Gavamie ; regretting that 
he had inspired longings hitherto unknown to the cagote 
girL 

" Ah, the poor queen I Nothing she does is right now. 
But it appears that she is terribly extravagant. That 
must be a sad thorn in her husband's foot: all the bless- 
ed saints cannot help a man who has a wasteful wife: 
one sees that every day. My own uncle was ruined by 
his wife, monsieur ! We are all so heavily taxed because 
the queen and the Comte d'Artois would spend Peru 
between them." 
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" Where do you get such news from ? — ^up in the doads 
here?" 

'' Bemadoa buys the gazettes ; but he says it is bet- 
ter to say nothing about these things ; the less said, the 
safer it is.** 

** Men may speak out their thoughts now," said 6a- 
Tamie, with a deep breath ; as if the knowledge relieved 
his heart of a weight. ** Catholic or Protestant, noble or 
peasant, all have an equal chance of rising in life as they 
deserve now." 

"But, monsieur, men are bom noble, or roturier ; and 
what comes with the swaddling-clothes, lasts till the 
shroud. M. Luchon's Catherine, or M. le Cure's old 
mother, Zabeth, could never be ladies, like Mme. de 
Lestrelle," said Veronique, breaking into a laugh at the 
idea. " One cannot both ring the bells and walk in the 
procession. And as for me, I like nobles to have fine 
things : how could one know they were noble else?" 

Gavamie laughed at the unintentional satire. '*It is 
a Uttle hard that thousands of people should toil all 
their lives to enable a few hundreds to have valets and 
fine clothes," he said. 

" Ah, monsieur, what a fine world it woidd be, if every 
one were bom noble I" 

'* If all nobles were like one that I know, I would be 
an aristocrat," said Gavamie. 

Veronique smiled roguishly. Long ago she had 
guessed something that was still a secret to Gavamie 
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himBelf ; but instead of answering she took her distaft 
and twirled it, while she hummed an old song suggest- 
ed by the previous conversation : 

** * Aprfes grand* peine et grand eflfort, 
Apr^s trayail et long usage, 
Apr^B grand' peine et grand effort, 
Panvre paysan, voici la mort !" 

" My father used to say that the peasants have only 
two sure friends, the good God and death," she said, 
and resumed her song. The air was as plaintive as the 
words : it conjured 'up a vision of one generation after 
another toiling and suffering from the cradle to the 
grave ; while no man cared for them, body or soul ; and 
though the light-hearted Veronique was singing it with 
a smile on her ro^y lips, it impressed Gavamie so pain- 
fully that he started up and went to look at the pictures 
on the walL " What is this ?" he asked, to break off the 
song. 

" Only a little thing that my brother bought one day." 

" I cannot make out the subject." 

" Why, monsieur,' if one had no more sense than a^ior- 
taveUe,* one could tell that I" 

" Without disrespect to your picture, Veronique, it is 
not very dear. There is a saint, I imagine, with a page 
holding up her train." 

*' A page I What horror? It is an angell" 

* Pyxenean partridge. 
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"Oh, I did not know that that was part of the angels, 
occupations." 

" But if saLuts have trains, monsieur ?" 

" True," said Gavamie, laughidg. " And are these the 
Magir 

" Certainly they are. Ah, monsieur, you knew it from 
the first!" 

"NotI,mdeed." 

"What, monsieur really and truly did not know that 
those are the Three Kings? Bemadou bought it be- 
cause Gaspar is the patron of our demoiselle ; and he 
puts a fresh bough below it whenever the old one fadea 
He thought that having it would bring us good luck, 
just as seeing her does. Is it not true, that when one has 
spoken to her, one feels as if one had stood in the sun- 
shine? Bemadou says he never meets her but some 
good fortune arrives. And monsieur really did not 
know ?" 

" How should I ?" asked Gavamie, the colour flushing 
into his dark cheeks. Veronique lifted her laughing 
eyes to his, but her reply was cut short by the en- 
trance of Bemadou, who stopped in the doorway and 
looked at Gavamie vdth extreme anger and surprise. 
" Monsieur," he said, before Gavamie could explain the 
motive of his visit, "my sister receives no visitors. 
Your presence is an insult to us." Indignation had for 
the moment banished timidity : he could scarcely re- 
strain his impulse to expel Gavamie from the house. 
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^ Feaie, my friend, yon might at leasfc ask why I am 
here I" 

** I do not know whether it is your first Tisit, or yoar 
flecondy or yoor sixth, monsieur : in any case, let it be 
the last There can be nothing in common between us 
andyou.'* 

Yeroniqne's merry langh broke ont as she interposed. 
" listen, brother, and do not be so pric^piieux and com- 
bnstibla Do yon want to know why M. le Capitaine 
likes to come here? It is to hear me talk of onr de- 
moiselle/' 

Her words were a revdation to Gtavamie. He had 
never realized his own feelings before, but now love, 
which had been lying as it were asleep on the threshold 
of his heart, rose up as a king and took possession of it 
He was so astounded by this sudden revelation, that he 
was mute while Bemadou replied, mistrustfully examin- 
ing his face, ^' Ah, that is it ? It may be so ; bi)t this is 
a long way to come only to hear the name of Madame 
la Comtesse." 

"Love has spurs in his side," laughed Veronique. 
" Why, brother, you yourself would do more than that 
for her sake, any day." 

" Yes," said Bemadou, simply, " I would. That is 
different" 

The two men looked at each other, examining one an- 
other's countenance. Each offered an admirable typo 
of the race to which he belonged ; the Gascon, slender 
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of frame, with dark mobile features, fall of arch Mndli- 
ness, and brilliant eyes shaded by black lashes whose 
length and sweep gave them something of womanly 
sweetness ; the cagot, perhaps a descendant from those 
Goths who were once masters of that part of France, 
large-limbed, fair-haired, with a timid, mistrustful ex- 
pression contrasting strangely with his bodily powers, 
and betraying the long subjection and misusage of his 
tribe. Already the fire was dying out of his blue eyes, 
but the suspicious look remained, though Gayamie 
said, *' I came on an errand from your friend, M. de 
Lesixelle ; he wishes you to go to him at any time when 
it wiU least attract notice." 

"It is well, monsieur," said Bemadou, standing near 
the door, as if waiting for Gavamie to depart. 

" M. de Lestrelle is soon going from home ; do not 
&il to see him first." 

" I am not likely to fail him. I knew him before M. 
le Capitaine did." 

"Ah, tme. WeU, my pretty Veronique, farewell. 
Perhaps I may see you again before I go to my country 
across the sea," 

" Oh, monsieur, you are going away I Alas, that is 
ill news, for we have few friends, and you are one of 
them," said Veronique, looking reproachfully at Bema- 
dou. " But . . . our demoiselle ?" 

"Mme. deFayolles is noble, and I am a peasant's 
son," answered Gavamia 
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'*Ah, what a pity!" sighed Yeroniqne, and her tin- 
hesitating acquiescence in the impassability of this 
gtilf seemed to drop a weight on Qavamie's heart 

" Is monsieur really going away f* asked Bemadon, 
with such manifest incredulity that Gayamie was 
piqued, and said sharply, '' My good friend, I usually 
believe what I am told, because I myself speak the 
truth. It seems otherwise with you." 

** Pardon, monsieur, for if what Yeronique says is 
true, it is hard to believe you are likely to leave Ibar- 
raye." 

" What have I to stay for T 

"To protect Mme. de Fayolles and her family. 
Every friend they have will not be too many, monsieur I" 

"Ah, you think so?" said Gavamie, struck by the 
energy of his tone. " Yet what could a stranger like 
myself do?" 

" If monsieur loves Mme. la Comtesse, he will find 
some way of protecting her." 

" My advice would perhaps be that M. de Lestrelle 
should leave France for a while," said Gavamie, wish- 
ing to see what effect this would have upon Bemadou. 
He looked thoughtful, and Veronique cried, " Oh yes, 
and then you could take M. le Comte and his family to 
your own country. Listen to what monsieur says of it, 
Bemadou ; there even we should be equal to other 
people, and live among them instead of being banished 
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to this lonelj place, and you oonld make a colossal for- 
tune, and we should have friend s ' * 

<< Monsiear to begin with," obserred Bernadon, ironi- 
cally. 

"Yes, myself to begin with," gravely answered Ga- 
vamie. '' Why do you remain rooted here ? You have 
been elsewhere ; yon know the difference between life 
there and here ; you have lived among other men and 
shared their lives ; yon know that it is possible. Go 
back then, go to Paris, or America, or where you will 
so long as you can hold up your head boldly, and be a 
man among men." 

" A man among men I" repeated Bemadon, starting 
as if the words had thrilled through him. 

" Oh my brother I how happy that would make me 1" 
cried Yeronique. " It is so lonely here ; never any one 
to speak to, and if I go down to the town our own peo- 
ple look coldly on me because we are better off than 
they, and the town people scorn the cagots. There is 
no one's house to run into for a few minutes, nor a 
friend to talk over one's lovers with, nor any loy&ta to 
have, nor a child to kiss." 

" You never said anything like this before," said Ber- 
nadou. "I thought you had all you wanted. You 
used to say so." 

"I did not think then what other people's lives were 
like." 

" Ah 1" said Bemadou, looking at Gavamie, who un- 
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derstood both look and tone so well that he answered, 
*'Yes, I know that I haye done her an ill torn. I 
would make np for it if I could. M. de Lestrelle gives 
me his friendship ; cannot you also trust me T* 

** And you wish to go away !" said Bemadou, address- 
ing Veronique, and ignoring Gtavamie's appeal " To 
places where eyerything is strange to us !" 

" You would neyer have been half what you are if you 
had not done so yourself said Gavamie, while Vero- 
nique pouted between disappointment and penitence. 

" Yes, yes, I went away, but you do not know what 
that time was to me, monsieur. When I set out, when 
I could no longer see this valley, when every tree and 
field was strange to me, it seemed as if I had a rock on 
my heart I sat down by the roadside ; I had no cour- 
age to go any further. I said to myself that I would 
go back unless some sign came to show me that I was 
to go on, and just then a flight of wild ducks flew over 
my head ; it was the season when they leave us, and I 
thought, ' They come from the lake in Yalcreuse ; they 
will return, and so wilt thou.' So I went on until I 
could not see the moimtains, and then I could breathe 
again.'' 

"You left your &ther, your sister, and perhaps 
others behind. If you had those you loved with 
you " 

" Tenez, monsieur, it would be just the same. If 
every one that I loved had been dead and gone I should 
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have longed just as much to return. It is ' two strong 
for me." 

" You love your home welL As for me I have had too 
mauy homes to feel as you do. To me it is life to 
know that I am my own master, with the world before 
me, and none to make me afraid." 

Bernadou shook his head. *' That is well for you, no 
doubt But for me — tenez — I have known every crag 
near all my life ; it seems to me that every tree is a 
friend, that they would miss me if I were gone. If 
monsieur knew them, as I do, in the sun and the storm, 
he would understand thai I have grown up with them. 
When I was away it seemed as if they were always call- 
ing me back. I heard ^the wind blowing in them, and 
the water falling over the stones in my sleep, and often 
by day too, and my comrades would burst out laugh- 
ing because I had stopped in my work to listen." 

Usually the cagot's words came slowly, as if he were 
too httle accustomed to share his thoughts with others 
to do so readily. Gavamie was surprised by his vehe- 
mence, and he saw that Yeronique was so also. *' Ah, 
it is of no use," she said. " We must stop here ; Ber- 
nadou came back sick with longing for home ; he would 
die if he went away." 

" Then rather than leave your valley you condemn 
this child to drag out her whole life here, instead of 
taking her where she might be a happy wife, and you 
yourself free and respected?" said Gavamie, vainly 
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trying to comprehend the passionate attachment of 
the cagot to his mountadn home. 

JBernadou made no answer, but his eyes filled with 
tears. "Ah, M. le Capitaine, it is not kind of you to 
say such things," interrupted Veronique ; " we are so 
happy together, I do not want to go anywhere else ; I 
only spoke in jest, and no one could ever be so good to 
me as Bemadou. There is not a girl in Ibarraye who 
has such clothes as mine, or such a gold cross, and 
Bemadou gave them all to me/' 

" There are better things in life thaii a gold cross, my 
poor child," said Gayamie. 

" Then I will not have them," said Veronique, with 
loving inconsistency. 

" Yes, monsieur," said Bemadou, at last ; "for her it 
is different, and I have no one else to think o^ for 
there are only two of us. My eldest brother's angel 
was good to him, and took him out of his cradle to 
Paradise. I will consider what you have said ; a friend 
of M. le Comte's could not mean ill by us, I think. 
Hush, Veronique, no doubt monsieur knows best ; we 
will speak of it again, but monsieur will not take it ill if 
I ask him not to come here any more. People have ill 
tongues, and Veronique is alone here, as doubtless he 
knows. It might have been better for us if he had 
never come." 

Gavamie could not deny thisi and yet he could 
hardly suppress an exclamation of impatience at the in- 
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curable mistrust of the cagot, who had met with kind- 
ness so seldom that he seemed to think it sufficient cause 
for suspicion. 

" We win talk of this again,** repeated Bemadou, 
" but not here^ monsieur ; I will speak to M. le Comte, 
and if he thinks it is best for us to " 

His courage seemed to fail, and if Gavamie had not 
been too much absorbed in the tumult of his own heart 
to glance badk as he descended the mountain side, he 
would have seen Bemadou still standing in the door- 
way, in the same dejected attitude in which he had left 
him, insensible to the fond and repentant caresses of 
Veronique. 
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THE EX— YALET. 




(be Revolution had been slow in affecting Ibar- 
raye, but the flames began to blaze up with 
startling fierceness. Hitherto it had been a 
fair specimen of all the small provincial towns of France, 
with its population of artisans and tradesmen, itscon vent, 
its abbe and his vicaire,its avoues and government em- 
ployes and its three or four magnates. Bourgeois never 
were wanting in larger proportion to the other inhabitants 
of towns, since by living there they escaped many vexa- 
tious burdens which fell heavily on dwellers in the coun- 
try, and moreover the aim of every one was to hold some 
place "cfe par le red" These were sold by government, and 
oft«n exempted the holder from taxes, which in conse- 
quence fell doubly heavy on the peasantry. There was 
perpetual warfare between the towns and the co^try, 
and the towns themselves were split up by fierce quar- 
rels for precedence amongst the different corporations 
Ibarraye had lately been torn in two by a dispute as to 
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whether the bakers or batchers shotQd have preced- 
ence in civic meetings) and the point being de- 
cided in favour of the bakers, the batchers immedi-' 
ately renoanced all share in town afi&irs, by way, 
as their spokesman said, *'of testifying and man- 
ifesting to all men the just and profoand afflic- 
tion which they felt." Bat for these local dissensions, 
Ibarraye woald have been as stagnant as a green pool, 
and the dulness which drove coort ladies to hail with 
joy the first movements of the Bevolution, as affording 
some excitement, was intensified in the country towns, 
which copied in miniature all the vices and intrigues of' 
Paris, adding to them, xmtil stirred by the political hurri- 
cane, a total indifference to local affairs, and a virulence 
of gossip truly provinciaL The women lived absorbed 
in domestic matters. The men loitered in the Place, 
or played at billiards in their one refuge against ennui, 
the cafe. The country gentry, or hobereaux, birds of 
prey, as the lower classes uncivilly called them, little 
above the smaller tradesmen except in name, greatly fre- 
quented it too. Anything, even loss, and danger, was £t 
welcome change from such stagnant dulness as that of 
Ibarraye, and even in this remote part of the world 
nothing but reforms and changes began to be talked of, 
especffiilly when local interests were affected. Everywhere 
the municipahties appointed by government were driven 
out, and the new ones were all composed of men who 
favoured the changes that had brought them into 
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power. Since Paris swarmed with dubs, since tailors 
debated at the Colonnade, and the hair dressers at the 
Champs Eljsees, Ibarraye and all the other provincial 
towns began to establish clubs too. That of Ibarraye was 
presided over by the notary, whose republican principles 
made him now as popular as formerly they had ren- 
dered him suspected. As Gavamie had said, his near 
experience of the nobles made him their undying enemy. 
The dream of a republic had entered his mind years 
before, though even yet hardly any one looked for- 
ward to more than some important reform& M. Fevre 
\ was a thorough-going democrat, as pitiless in his own 
line of conviction as theAbbe Bergerat in his ; he would 
have sacrificed aU that he gained by his noble clients 
with joy, so that they were extirpated root and branch 
The honest, implacable democrat had the highest pos- 
sible contrast to himself in his knavish coadjutor, 
the secretary of the club, Jean Lebrun, who had risen 
to this dignity because — except Maitre Fevre and M. 
Luchon, who was too timid to stay away — the other 
members of the dub were uneducated men, many of 
whom could neither read nor write. Lebrun had 
scholarship enough to place him on a pedestal among 
them, since among the blind a one-eyed man is king, 
and though the shrewd notary despised the knave who 
co-operated with him, he had used base tools too often 
to decline a serviceable one. All the members of the 
club could appreciate the new pleasure of abusing and 
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threatening the npper classes mthont fear for the 
consequence, but except Maitre Fevre, Lebrnn was per- 
haps the only one wijbh a definite purpose. He had no 
dreams of patriotism, nor any especial hatred of the 
nobles, except that he hated every one who possessed 
more advantages than himself, but he had a scheme to 
carry out, and an old grudge to satisfy. From his 
childhood this worthy personage had had a peculiar 
talent for usury. At a very tender age he had accumu- 
lated quite a pretty little fortune by lending small sums 
to his playmates and exacting exorbitant interest, sel- 
dom paid in money, but rather in whatever they could 
•best spare at the moment, often articles treble the value 
of the trifle borrowed. With the instinctive admiration of 
their nation for successful speculation, his companions 
regarded him with envy and respect ; not one but wished 
he were as clever as little Lebrun. This talent was 
not allowed to lie idle in later yeara Lebrun pursued 
his way with the steadiness of one who feels that he 
has a vocation, and when he was at Chateau Lestrelle 
scarcely a servant but owed him sums which kept on 
accumulating in a surprising and hopeless manner, so 
that the whole establishment was afraid of and courted 
him. He seldom pressed them very hard, it suited him 
better to keep his money out at high interest than that 
a creditor should make a great effort, refund principal 
and interest, and escape from his dutches. 
On one occasion a despairing debtor had implored M. 
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de Lestrelle's assistance, and ikus the proceedings of 
Maitre Lebron came to his master's ears, and moved 
him to anger that no one had thought him capable oL 
Lebrun never forgot the uphfted cane and the stem re- 
buke, and he v^onld have been ignominiously dismissed 
but for the intervention of Mme. de Lestrelle, v^hom he 
suited as a lacquey, and his own humble entreaties, for 
it was not convenient just then to be dismissed. M. de 
Lestrelle at last contented himself with paying the other 
servant's debt, and peremptorily forbidding Lebrun's 
usury. He had reason to beheve himself obeyed, but 
masters do not always know exactly what goes on in 
their households, and Lebrun laid up this^ amongst other 
debts, to be repaid some day, principal and interest. 
The summary dismissal by Marcelle added another item 
to the account, but this time it suited him better, as he 
was thinking of setting up an inn in Ibarraye, combin- 
ing this occupation with his old one. In all great en- 
terprises capital is required, and Lebrun found that his 
schemes were sadly crippled for want of a few thousand 
franca His own knowledge of usurers deterred him 
from applying to them, and he racked his brain to find 
other means of filling his purse, inwardly raging against 
all the rich who possessed what he needed so much. 
By-and-by a hope glimmered before him. Through the 
servants at Chateau Lestrelle he learned whatever went 
on there, trusting to turn it to his own ends, and would 
slink up at night to hear their reports, if none had visit- 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE EX-VALET. 255 

ed his auberge, " La Lanteme/' as he had named it, by 
day. Prowling round the house, he chanced to espy 
M. de Lestrelle and Marcelle in conversation, and the 
glitter of gold caught his greedy eyes. His fingers 
thrilled : he thrilled aJl over at the sight ; he went away 
convinced that a large sum of gold was kept, perhaps 
with title deeds, in the bureau. Here was the solution 
of his difficulties, if he could lay hands on it without 
sharing it with others. It crossed his mind to denounce 
M. de Lestrelle as an aristocrat and a tyrant, to the ter- 
rible Comite de Eecherches, which lent a ready ear to 
every accusation, but after some consideration he re- 
solved to keep this coup for a later time, lest the tribu- 
nal should not content itself with imprisoning M. do 
Lestrelle, but confiscate his estates. Lebrun hoped not 
only to get the money, but the deeds, and either to gain 
a large reward by restoring them, or perhaps even to 
obtain a hold on the lands, while his former master either 
wandered away a beggar, or died in a prison. It was 
more than possible, for Lebrun began to see with joy 
that there is good fishing in troubled waters. He de- 
termined to trust the afiair of the bureau to no hands 
but his own, only, as it might have caused' some envious 
fellow-citizens to calumniate him were it known that he 
had got into the chateau and stolen its contents (for 
those who did not profit by it might be ill-natured, and 
use a hard word for this simple action,) Lebrun cast 
about in his mind how the money and deeds might 
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most natnrally disappear, without there being any one 
in particular to accuse of the loss. 

His thoughts were running on this at the club while 
one of the members was declaiming against those St. 
Xists, gangrened with aristocracy, birds of prey whose 
nests should be pulled down to get rid of the brood, and 
at this point the frenzy of applause from the audience 
made eTeiy pane of glass in the windows rattle. The 
fate of Chateau St Xist was sealed that night ; at day- 
break it was burned to the ground, the first, but by no 
means the last to fall before the popular hatred in that 
neighbourhood. AU the family were absent ; when the 
marquis, among whose faults cowardice certainly was 
not one, appeared before the National Assembly, and 
energetically demanded the punishment of those who 
had burned and pillaged it, a young deputy, by name 
Eobespierre, rose and answered, "Gentlemen, I think 
we should act with prudent lenity with regard to citizens 
accused of burning chateaux and convents ; and besides, 
we have no time to listen to local news.'* 

It was two years before M. de St Xist and his deputy 
came in contact again, and then it was that Eobespierre, 
risen to the summit of his " bad eminence," should pro- 
nounce a sentence which M. de St Xist received with 
the same mocking, courteous bow as he had made to 
the tree of liberiy that lay prostrate in the Place of 
Ibarraye, though this time there w^as no escape from 
impending death. Whether from courage or contempt 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE EX-VALET. 267 

for the plebeians who doomed them, even the worst of 
the French nobles met death with a brave front that 
good men might have envied. 

The sacking of Chateau St. Xist made a good many 
persons richer than they had ever seen themselves even 
in their fondest dreams, and suggested to Jean Lebrun 
that if Chateau Lestrelle could be disposed of in like 
manner, the contents of the bureau could be safely ap- 
propriated. Lest, however, it should be burned with 
the house, he determined to secure them before his allies 
anived. It proved less easy than he expected to excite 
the populace into attacking this chateau. He thun- 
dered against all aristocrats at the -club, and was loudly 
applauded, and some of his chosen friends followed in 
his track, and urged the demolition of Chateau Les- 
trelle ; but the proposal was received with hesitation, 
very unlike the unanimous assent to the attack on the 
St. Xist abode. There was a great reverence and affec- 
tion for M. de LestreUe in the neighbourhood where he 
had spent his good life, avoiding the vast mistake 
usually made by proprietors who lived in Paris, and 
were known to their tenants only through the exactions 
of agents whom they allowed to grow rich at their 
expense. So gentle a landlord had he always been, 
that the argument which Lebrun did not fail to use — 
that if the title deeds were burned, his tenants would 
hold the farms as their own — ^fell flat, though it had 
caused a vast amount of miu'der and pillage elsewhere, 



Digitized by 



Google 



268 ON THE EDGE OF THE 8T0BM. 

Lebron, in his secret hearty hoped to be their fature 
landlord himself ; but of course it was not necessary to 
mention this, and it became the more needful to sup* 
press his especial schemes, after urging the destruction 
of title deeds as a motive for burning the house. M. 
Fevre had much personal esteem for M. de Lestrelle, 
but he would not have interfered to save a saint, 
had he been bom an aristocrat, and the continual 
efforts of Lebmn began to excite such a ferment as 
greatly alarmed Gavamie, who saw how Httle influence 
the more peaceable part of the community would 
have in such a case, though he did not know that 
Lebrun had actually appointed an hou^ at which he 
promised to open the doors of the chateau to a 
small band of patriots whom he could trust. Such an 
open assault as that on Chateau St Xist was not to be 
thought of, and this was an extraordinary and at that 
time yery imusual testimony to M. de Lestrelle's popu- 
larity. One of Lebrun's own allies had even condi- 
tioned that the chateau should be burned in its mas- 
ter's absence, for though indifferent to what might 
become of the wife or daughter, he objected to burning 
alive the old man who had been kind to him. Others 
thought it an unpatriotic piece of weakness, but yielded ; 
and though Lebrun was disappointed, the money and 
papers were so much dearer to him than even revenge, 
that he too gave in. He was tolerably sure of being 
able to slip in unnoticed, concealing himself until night* 
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fall, and securing an hour or two tete-a-tete with the 
bureau before his friends arriyed. Midnight was the 
time at which his associates were to coma Secret as 
the scheme was kept, Gayamie had such an inkling of 
danger at hand as drove him nearly desperate at feel- 
ing how little he could do, and how utterless friendless 
the Lestrelles were in this terrible time, when every 
class was combined against the aristocrats, and mighty 
in their combination, while the nobles were flying or 
singly daring the storm. The time haid not yet come 
when every one, rich or poor, noble or peasant, was 
alike in danger ; as yet the fury of the tempest was all 
directed against the noblesse. 

Though imaware when he left Ibarraye of the espe- 
cial danger threatening his family, nothing but impera- 
tive business and the strong desire to consult with his 
friends in Paris would have induced M. de Lestrelle to 
absent himself at such a time. He, looking on at public 
events from a distance, perceived more clearly than 
most whither they were rushing. The nobles in gen- 
eral had but a vague and confused feeling of possible 
danger, hardly one of them reaHzing that it could last 
long, or what they had to fear. It was curiously diffi- 
cult to believe in the personal peril Marcelle had 
almost no fear for herself or even for her mother, but for 
M. de Lestrelle, gone out of her sight, she feared greatly. 
In her own home, in the quiet shelter of her gardens, dan- 
ger seemed only an exciting possibility ; but for him, of 
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whom news came uncertainly and tardily — ^for the 
means of communication were slow and ill organ- 
ized—for him, away in the tumult of Paris, she trem- 
bled as she could not itremble for herseU. Gavamie's 
almost constant presence reassured Mme. de Lestrelle^ 
as far as she and Marcelle were concerned ; a life with- 
out one sorrow, sunny and sheltered, during the greater 
part of which she had been queen of all around her, 
made trouble and danger seem shadowy words to her : 
and affections warm but not deep, had made herself 
and those around her glad, without ever becoming a bur- 
den or a grief to her. The course of daily life went on 
as usual, though a thrill of anxious uncertainty per-* 
vaded it, and there was an uncomfortable change of 
manner in some of the servants, who nevertheless could 
not be dismissed, lest they should become active ene- 
mies. No visitors now came to enliven the chateau, for 
the great houses in the neighbourhood were either 
empty or in ruins ; their owners had fled or were ral- 
lying round the tottering throne, too late to steady it, 
or had joined the popular side. In this deserted con- 
dition the spirits of Mme. de Lestrelle drooped ; she 
could not exist without the stimulus of admiration, 
which was as indispensable to her as love to some 
women. Her mother wrote from Rome, urging her to 
join her there, but this she was exceedingly reluctant tr 
do. In her mother's presence she felt under tutelage 
as in old times, when she and her sisters were receiving 
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a strict secluded education, with a touch of Jansenism 
that had never suited her at all ; and she shrank from 
the decisive step of leaving France, as if it were the 
beginning of a long series of unknown trials and dan- 
gers, to which she might shut her eyes as long as she 
remained in the home where she had known only hap- 
piness. Her detestation of the new state of things, as 
far as she understood it, and her aristocratic contempt 
for the " medicastres, avocastres, and ecrivassiers," as 
she called them, by whom it had been brought about, 
filled Marcelle with terror lest her sarcasms should be 
repeated out of the house, but while priding herself on 
her caution, she never could help saying everything im- 
prudent at the worst possible moment. "My dear 
child," she would say, when Marcelle tried to remind 
her, by look or sign, that one of the servants was pre- 
sent, " he does not understand ; and if he did, what can 
it matter? At the worst we shall leave France for a 
few months till the people find they cannot exist with- 
out the nobles. If only your father were returned I 
should fear nothing. I miss him every instant. I feel 
my eyes fill with tears as I look at his empty chair. 
And you, my child ? Ah no I you are too reasonable, 
too sensible. You know that he thought it right to go, 
and that suffices you." 

It seemed the fate of Marcelle to be blamed for vir- 
tues which she did not possess. She was infinitely more 
unhappy all this time than her mother; and in such 
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oonsiaat dread of ill news^ that it haunted her dreams 
by nighty and kept her on the stretch by day, till, as the 
hours slipped by, and nothing broke their monotony^ 
she almost longed for some blow to fall, and end the 
suspense. Hitherto her life had been like a still, grey 
day, with no rosy dawn, nor the blue sky of later morn- 
ing, whose very clouds were illuminated by sunshine. 
Now all the tranquillity of her life seemed to have van- 
ished, without any definite storm replacing it She sud- 
denly felt a woman's longing for shelter and protection : 
realiziiig, for the first time, and with terror, that those 
to whom she looked most — her old father, her gay mo- 
ther— <;ould not give it. Instinctively she turned to the 
friend, in whose keeping M. de Lestrelle had left them, 
and fancied they all were safe as long as he was near, 
unconscious that all his thoughts were vainly occupied 
with the problem — ^how to shield her and her family. 

Gavamie had accepted the confidence placed in him 
by M. de Lestrelle with a deep inward vow to be the 
friend that they all considered him, and no more. It 
was not in times like these, when they Were forced to 
admit hiTn to the heart of their circle, and treat him as 
son and brother, that he could yield to his love for Mar- 
celle, and take advantage of his position to overthrow 
the obstacles between them. The very trust placed in 
him forbade it, and condenmed him to silence. Before- 
hand he had fancied it almost impossible never to be- 
tray himself by word or look, to be the calm friend and 
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adviser : but it was not so when it came to the point, for 
this daily intercourse and their mutual efforts to enliven 
and amuse Mme. de Lestrelle were so sweet, that he 
hardly even desired more ; and sweeter still were the 
brief con&dential consultations between himself and 
iMarcelle, over such intelligence as reached them. It 
was enough to see her look of glad relief when he ap- 
peared, and to know how she rested upon him, and very 
charming too was the gay, familiar way in which Mme. 
de Lestrelle treated him, as if he were a cousin or bro- 
ther who had his recognized place in the family. Some- 
times he marvelled to find himself in this position, he 
who had come to Ibarraye vdth so vehement a prejudice 
against the noblesse, and who was so strong a partisan 
of those opinions which now threatened to destroy the 
aristocracy. In fact, he held his old views unchanged, 
but the repubhcan party had gone so far and so fast 
that he found himself, with astonishment, and against 
his will, left behind, and ranked almost among his old 
opponents. 

Even politics lost somewhat of Aheir terrible iQterest 
for him at this moment, so absorbed was he in trying 
to see what would be the safest course for the Lestrelles* 
Emigration was no longer an easy, every-day thing. It 
had been simple enough until the general want, distress, 
and anarchy roused great indignation against the emi- 
grants, who had carried their money out of France, and 
were plotting in foreign lands to restore the old regime* 
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Gavamie was sure that great opposition would be made 
if M. de Lestrelle attempted to leave Ibarraye ; as long 
indeed as his wife and daughter remained as hostages 
for his return, no opposition was made, but the report 
of his intending to emigrate had been angrily discussed. 
That Jean Lebrun was at the bottom of this, Gayarnie 
knew, though he could not divine the reason, and knew 
too that the lacquey daily became more powerful with 
the municipal authorities. These so-called authorities 
were very much at the mercy of the popular voice. 
They had not even ventured to punish outrages which 
had followed the burning of Chateau St. Xist, such as 
rough usage of a Jewish family who lived in Ibarraye, 
and ill-treatment of the cagots. Even Bernadou's lone- 
ly cottage would not have escaped, had not M. Luchon 
employed all his influence, and bribed largely to protect 
the brother and sister from whom he derived his gains. 
The presbytere had been threatened, and the cure, al- 
ready highly unpopular, would have been in the utmost 
danger had the causes of his frequent absences been 
known, for he was constantly away, communicating with 
the emigrants, and organizing measures with the clergy 
of his own way of thinking for influencing their flocks 
against the spirit of revolution. Never had he been so 
much in his element as now, when running risks whose 
seriousnesfi daily increased, in this new crusade. The 
bishop of the diocese, however, was known to be on the 
popular side, and would have entirely disapproved of 
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his proceedings had he known them, and in fact his views 
were opposed to those of the country cures in general, 
discontented with the bar which their peasant birth op- 
posed to their ever attaining any high dignity, though 
later the prosecution of religion bound all the clergy 
into noble unity. Everywhere was change, disorder, 
fear, and triumph, with a general uncertainty of what 
would come next, and a contempt on the part of the no- 
bles for the danger in which they stood which blinded 
them to its gravity. Some, like the Lestrelles, remained 
in their country houses ; many had fled to Germany, or 
England, or Eussia. A father would be an ultra-royal- 
ist, while the son had imbibed republican principles ; 
brothers took opposite sides, and treated one another as 
strangers or enemies ; mothers and daughters were 
parted by the different opinions of their respective hus- 
bands, and women were torn by the views, opposite as 
the poles, of their families and their priests. Among 
the Lestrelles, several were about the court, or in the 
army, and very varying poHtics prevailed among them. 
As for the De Champforts, Mme. de Lestrelle's own re- 
lations, her eldest brother, Gavarnie's enemy, who had 
crowned his misdeeds by throwing himself into the par- 
ty of the Due d*Orleans, was renounced by the rest, who 
were all royalists, but of that blinded, jealous faction 
which was doing all it could to shake the credit of the 
court by its quarrels. There was bitter enmity between 
them and such of the Lestrelles as had embraced demo- 



Digitized by 



Google 



266 OR THB EDGE OF THE ETTOBIL 

craiic yiews. In neither his wife's family nor his own 
did M. de Lestarelle find any one who regarded public 
events with common sense ; wherever he turned, con- 
tradictory advice and opinions met him. He found his 
views smiled at as those of a timid savant, or disregard- 
ed as those of an old man, whom the age had left be- 
hind. Look where he would, there was no one to whom 
in these stormy times he could entrust his wife and 
daughter, and his few weeks' residence in Pans proved 
to him how hopelessly blinded with pride and selfishness 
were the nobles ; how pitiless and menacing the people 
whom they despised. 
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CHAPTER XVm. 

THE GUP Am) THE LIP. 

.N his knowledge of the Cihatean Lestrelle, 
and of the habits of the household, Jean 

^^ Lebmn was confident Gavamie's presence 
gave him no uneasiness, for he felt confident that he 
could shp in unnoticed in the twiHght, before doors and 
windows were barred, hiding until every one had gone 
to bed, and yet have an hour dear in which to break 
open the bureau and seize on the money which he had 
seen in M. de Lestrelle's hands, before his aJ^-oH came. 
He had planned for this money until it seemed to him 
that he had a right to it^ and was defrauded of it by a 
man unjustly richer than himself. It would be impos- 
sible to describe the frenzy of covetousness which pos- 
sessed him ; he felt that he could neither eat, drink, nor 
sleep until he grasped what he called his gold. 

One passion, however, was nearly as strong in him as 
covetousness, namely curiosity ; and for all his haste to 
conceal himself as he approached the chateau on the 
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appointed night, he could not resist listening at the 
window in one of the eastern towers, where a gleaming 
light showed that the family were established that ere- 
ning, leaving the great salon to darkness and solitude. 
The chateau stood dark and indistinct in the dim hght 
until Lebrun came quite close ; he muttered to him- 
self " A good blaze will be agreeable to-night," and 
rubbed his hands, enjoying the prospect. He had made 
up his mind where to conceal himself, Besides the two 
long galleries, one above another, looking on the ter- 
race, and running the whole length of the house be- 
tween the eastern and western towers, was a multitude 
of small rooms communicating with each other, and 
making a labyrinth as intricate and perplexing to a 
stranger as the paths in the wood below. There was a 
main staircase, the one which Bemadou had restored, 
and in one of the western towers a small winding flight 
of steps, seldom or never used, with a • Httle door lead- 
to the rooms on the first floor as well as to the foot of 
the tower, and winding up to a small room at the top, 
where old books and papers had remained undisturbed 
for years. This tower was the most ancient part of the 
chateau ; it was so hidden in ivy that the light could 
scarcely penetrate its narrow windows, and not once in 
a year did any one ascend the dusty stairs. Its well- 
known solitude made Lebrun choose it as his hiding- 
place. He had listened outside the casement of the 
lighted room and had discovered that Mme. de Les* 
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trelle, Marcelle, and Gavamie were seated there; he heard 
a laugh, but could not distinguish what they were saying, 
and retired to the tower, consoling himself with the 
thought that they would laugh no longer. It had two 
doors at the base, one leading into the garden, the other 
into the interior of the house. The outer one ought 
to haye been fastened, but, as he knew, it was a precau- 
tion that the servants were fond of neglecting. Their 
friends from Ibarraye entered so comfortably through 
this door, that they habitually left it open. Since Ga- 
vamie had been in the chateau he had looked to all 
bolts and bars himself, and kept up a watch that was 
far from popular in the chateau. Lebrun knew it, but 
his indiscreet loitering at the casement left him barely 
time to reach a turn in the staircase when he heard Ga^ 
vamie*s step approach, and the sharp sound of bolts 
pushed into their places told him that the outer door 
was secured for the night He chuckled to himself, 
but his laugh was arrested by a second sound of the 
same kind, and it flashed upon him that the inner door 
was being fastened too, while he remained in the tower, 
as in a trap, into which he had voluntarily shut himself. 
He tore his hair with vexation, and then a new and ter- 
rible thought flashed upon him ; his friends would come 
and bum the house while he was a prisoner, and he 
should perish in the flames. Fury, despair, consterna- 
tion, nearly drove him beside himself, and a sort of su- 
perstitious remorse added itself to his anguish : his 
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teeth chattered, and he mvolantarily pnt his hand 
inside his coat and grasped a little medal which his 
mother had in his childhood hung round his neck, and 
which, though the little faith he possessed had long ago 
vanished, he had never felt bold enough to remove. 
He put up some sort of ejaculation to his patron saint, 
and a vow to abandon his evil projects if he escaped 
was on his lips, when again the bolts were withdravm, 
and in the agony of relief he had nearly rushed down 
and revealed himself, when a new impulse kept him 
where he was ; he heard the outer door also opened, 
and soon a whisper of two voices reached him, and he 
now guessed that Mme. de Lestrelle's maid had stolen 
out to spend half an hour with some friend whom she 
did not choose to encourage openly. Lebrun had con- 
siderable coolness ; he felt sure that she would not 
pause to fasten bolts, but to make certain, when she had 
closed the outer door and dismissed her visitor, he gave 
a stamp and howl which sent her flying back to the ser- 
vants* part of the chateau trembling and breathless, 
but only anxious to hide her alarm lest she should be 
too narrowly questioned. He came down and twisted 
the bolt of the inner door so as to prevent its being 
again used, lest any one should try to push it, and then, 
lighting a little lantern, picked up the tools which he had 
flung from him in the despair of a short time before, 
and muttering, " Si Jean Baptiste be praised I I had 
not time to make a vow 1** mounted to the littie round 
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room at the top of the tower. It had no furniture ex* 
oept a few shelves ; dust lay thickly everywhere. Le- 
bmn looked around, holding up his lantern to see if 
they held anything but musty books and parchments, but 
the light only showed how thickly walls and shelves 
were covered with cobwebs. He set the lantern in the 
window-seat, but hastily removed it, recollecting that 
the glimmer might be noticed from without, and placed 
it on the floor. As he did so, something bright caught 
his eye, and startled him as much as his face in the 
mirror had startled Marcelle. He snatched it up and 
examined it closely. It was a bow of rose-coloured rib- 
bon, soiled and crushed as if it had lain there for years. 
But then he might have stepped upon it ; he could not 
tell whether a moment before it had not been fresh, and 
newly dropped by some visitant to the tower. But in 
that case Marcelle must have been there, few to her or 
Mme. de Lestrelle it must belong, and the latter would 
for no consideration have come into the dust and cob- 
webs. If Marcelle had come it must have been for 
some reason which he racked his brain in vain to dis- 
cover, while he searched the room with minute and 
jealous care. 

It grew later ; the few sounds in the house died quite 
away ; nothing was heard but the ivy rustling in the 
night wind or an occasional gust through the iU-seeured 
casement. Lebrun thought that it was full time to be- 
gin his work. He found the inner door ajar as he had 
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left it, and passed with noiselesa feet through the edleixt 
house to the cabinet of M. de Lestrelle, Guilt is often, 
bolder than innocence ; Marcelle had stood hesitating 
and trembling at the head of the stairs when about to 
join her father ; Lebron had no fears whatever. All 
the agony of terror that had for a few minutes con- 
vulsed him, had vlanished as soon as he heard the bolts 
withdrawn. He did not even remember it now. 
Well aware of the habits of the chateau, he felt sure 

that the servants were in their own domain ; that Mar- 

f 
celle, after a short visit to her mother's room, had gone 

to her own, and that Gavamie was not likely to be still 

downstairs. 

A noiseless tour of inspection assured him that this 
was the case. Lebrun was but a poor sort of rascal 
after all ; he had no very great hatred for this &.mily, 
whose dwelling, thanks to him, would soon be burning 
over their heads ; he did not particularly wish them to 
perish in the flames, though he would have enjoyed any 
misfortune that happened to them. His chief wish was 
to find the money and papers, and his face was iierce 
with eagerness as he shut himself into the little room 
and set to work with the tools that he had brought to 
force open the bureau. 

It took much longer than he expected ; half-a-dozen 
times he thought that the panels were giving way, and 
then paused, baffled and breathless with excitement : he 
was forced to work as softly as he could ; and yet the 
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noise which he could not help making sounded so start- 
ling in the dead silence, that he was constantly struck 
with fear lest it should have aroused some sleeper. But, 
in fact, it was too slight to reach &,r, until he grew reck- 
less with impatience as the minutes sHpped by, and he 
knew that his aUies must be close at hand, while his 
work was still undone. At length the door yielded, and 
so suddenly, that he staggered back ; but quickly recoy* 
ering himself, clutched at the centre drawer, the only 
one capable of containing the box which he had seen. 
He hurriedly put in his hand ; then his face became liv- 
id ; he snatched up the lamp and stared in with wild in- 
credulous eyea The drawer was empty. 
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CHAPTER XEL 



▲ LOKG maar. 




S the little party in the saloon bade one an- 
other good-night, Mma de Lestrelle said 
gratefall J, " I am so infinitely obliged to you, 
my dear Gavamie, for establishing yourself 
here ; I feel so secure now that you are with ua My 
husband will be so infinitely grateful to you :" and the 
looks of MarceUe, as Oavamie involuntarily glanced at 
her, reflected the same feeling. 

" Gk)od-night, dear madame. It is rather I who should 
thank you for giving me a place m your household." 

" Oh no ; we knew that from the first you preferred 
to lodge with M. Luchon. I shall never pardon that, 
M. le Capitaine I Well, I think I shall sleep well to- 
night ; my omens were good to-day." 

" If there should be any danger, you know you are to 
save mamma first," said Marcelle, smiling, as she kissed 
her hand. " Papa left her especially in your charge." 
" My child I What folly I Not more than he left you. 
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Do not talk of danger ; each words are nnlnoky/' said 
Mme. de Lestrelle, who was extremely sensitiye to aug- 
uries, whether of good or ilL 

"Have you any especial reason for saying this to- 
night?" asked Gavamie. 

'' Oh no ; only one feels more fearful when the light is 
gone ; and you know that my father did entrust her es- 
pecially to you. Yes, yes, dear mother, you are always 
his first thought— and mine. Good-night, monsieur." 

" Good-night 1" answered Gayamie, lighting a wax 
candle for her as he spoke, and opening the door ; for 
such formalities as requii*ed the presence of attendants 
had gradually and tacitly been dispensed with, and M. 
de Lestrelle had taken away several servants with him, 
chiefly because he could not trust them enough to leave 
them behind. " Leave me to watch, and sleep welL" 

Gavamie and Marcelle had spoken with that kind of 
gaiety which is assumed to hide real earnestness, and 
she now looked up at him with a grateful, confiding 
glance, such as she might have given to a brother, had 
she possessed one. . He knew that it meant this and no 
more, and sighed as the door closed behind her, asking 
himself what the end was to be, and what he should feel 
when this family had no more need of him, and he 
coxdd no longer be one of them ; and then turned away 
from the question, leaving it for the future to decide. 

After another round of inspection through the rooms, 
^here everything seemed quiet and secure, he went to 
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the chamber appropriated to him ; but he was walcefdl, 
and sat writing long after Marcelle and her mother were 
asleep. They had inhabited the same room of late, feel- 
ing as if they were safer together. Soon dismissing their 
maid, talked a HtUe over such subjects as they had been 
discussing with Gavamie — ^the last news of M. de Les- 
trelle ; the dosing of convents, a violent measure, whidi 
had caused much distress ; the indignation that no doubt 
Mme. de St. Xist had felt, when her unlucky daughters 
were thus thrown back on her hands ; who had, and had 
not, emigrated ; and then both fell asleep as peacefully 
as if no treachery were at work, nor enemy in their very 
house. 

As Gavamie sat writing, he became conscious of a 
sort of reverberation in the chateau, a thrill rather than 
a sound, and listened with an ear trained to acuteness 
by his residence among the Indians ; but so far off was 
the cabinet of M. de Lestrelle, that he could not be sure 
he was not deceived by his own excited faxLcy, Proba- 
bly, if there were really sounds, it was rather outside 
than inside the house, and he went to the window and 
looked out For a moment he was uncertain ; a gun 
was fired somewhere, but it might be the shot of a sports- 
man taking advantage of the abrogation of right to the 
chase, and shooting M. de Lestrelle's game ; the estate 
had been infested with such for months past New and 
more distinct sounds began to reach him, and he opened 
the casement softly, and listened intently. They were 
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certainly approaching, but in the darkness he could 
distinguish nothing : only a single long quiyering gleam 
of light lay all across the terrace, and on the ground 
beyond. He knew at once that it must proceed from 
a window below ; and that window belonged to M. de 
Lestrelle's private room. The next instant he was sure 
that the door leading to the terrace was unbolted ; and 
the distant sounds came rapidily nearer, and resolved 
themselves into shouts and yells, while the light of burn- 
ing pine branches flared through the trees. 

Qavamie's first impulse was to dash downstairs, and 
discover who was the traitor in the camp, but he re- 
membered the fate of Chateau St. Xist, and knew that 
the lives of Marcelle and her mother probably depended 
on their escape in the next few minutes. In an instant 
he was at their door, and his summons roused them 
both, and brought them trembling to learn what was 
amiss. They understood enough to throw on such 
clothing as lay nearest at hand, and hurried with him 
down the gallery without even a question where he was 
taking them ; but already the savage shouts of their en- 
emies Med their ears, and the darkness seemed lighted 
up by their torches, while the shrieks of the awakened 
servants rang through the house. The hall, the stair- 
case, seemed full of women flying in wild disorder, and 
of men rushing upwards and driving them back with 
mockery and insult& Mme. de Lestrelle, stupefied 
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with terror, dung almost fainting to OaTamie's arm j 
he held her up, and looked round for Maroelle. 

"Here!" he said, in a low, imperative yoioe, just as 
the door which he had locked at the end of the gal- 
lery was burst open, and, as he spoke, he lifted a 
heavy tapestry cnrtain over a deep window, and, sup- 
porting her with one arm, drew Maroelle into the re- 
cess with the other. They were scarcely in this poor 
hiding-place before the gallery was filled with the glare 
of torches and trampling steps^ and the damonr of 
voices yelling their name& The light penetrated even 
the thick curtain behind which the fugitives were stand- 
ing close to their enemies, and for an instant Marcelle 
and Gavamie saw each other's faces. Hers was full of 
appealing trusty his set and stem, as he felt that it 
would be more merciful to kill her with his own hand 
than let her fall into these hand& Not a word passed 
between them ; such slender chance as they had of es- 
cape hung on absolute silence. Mme. de Lestrelle lay 
cold, white, and insensible; happier so than if she had 
heard the fierce shouts which demanded her, and one 
of her own servants o£Eering to show the way to her 
apartment. A howl of disappointment proclaimed that 
her absence was discovered, and a rush to the other 
side of the house followed. " Now, now 1" said Gavar- 
nie, as sudden darkness fell on the gallery, telling that 
for a moment their enemies were gone, " through the 
woods to the presbytere ;" and, lifting up Mme. de Les- 
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trelle in his arms, he hurried down the stairs tinper- 
ooived, out into the dark night, and finding his way to 
the wood more by instinct than anything else, reached 
the dense shade afforded by the ilexes and cork trees 
which composed its undergrowth. They had not lost 
a l^af, though the loftier trees had long been bare. 
There he paused, breathless, Marcelle aiding him to 
support Mme. de Lestrelle, whose feeble, sobbing sighs 
showed that she was recovering from her swoon, but 
she seemed paralysed with terror. 

" The presbytere will be the safest place, if we can 
find the way ; the cure will give us a refuge and no one 
will seek us there," said Gavamie. "The worst is 
over." 

" Save my mother I" said Marcelle ; until then she 
had not spoken a word. 

" Hark ! ' said Gavamie, turning pale, " there is not a 
moment to lose. Dear madame, courage ! we are safe 
so far. Come ! only a little further.** 

"I cannot," moaned Mme, de Lestrelle, shivering ; 
"I think I am dying. Only let me rest I am so 
cold." 

He caught her up in his arms, desperate with fear 
and impatience. "Marcelle, for heaven's sake, keep 
close, and come ; do you hear those sounds?" 

" They are searching the wood for us," she answered, 
and they hurried on in the darkness, knowing in their 
hearts, that if they were taking the right way it was by 



Digitized by 



Google 



280 ON THX EDGE OF THE STOIOL 

chanoe. The thin slippers of Marcelle were cut from 
her feet ; her cloak was torn by boughs that swept 
against her'; the winter night-wind chilled her through 
and through, but there whs no time for feeling or com- 
plaint, for now and then a nearer shout, a flash of light 
from a torch in some unexpected direction, told that 
their pursuers had almost come upon them. 

Once again Qayamie stopped, and spoke her name 
low in the darkness. 

"We cannot reach the presbytere," he said, "we 
should be seen the instant we left the wood. There 
was a hollow tree somewhere — ^your father showed it 
me — ^that is our last chance." 

" It is in the middle of the wood. I do not know 
where we are now.** 

"On the east. I saw the three aspens when that 
last gleam passed by. Stay, if ever I learnt to find my 
way under difficulties, now is the time to do it Dear 
madame, I must leave you for a moment to see where 
this path divides — only for a moment Sit under these 
bushes, off the path ; so. I shall not be gone a mo- 
ment," he added to Marcelle, who, with mute, hurried 
gesture, drew her mother's head on her breast, and 
crouched under the bushes, caressing Mme. de Lestrelle, 
who hid her face, trembling, and murmuring her hus- 
band's name in imploring, heart breaking accents, real- 
izing nothing but that she was in the extremity of dan- 
ger and he was not near to protect her. Gavamie was 
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seeking the path in the darkness, but it took him lon- 
ger to make sore of than he expected — ^it seemed very 
long before he could feel certain of having found it ; he 
could only do so by feeling his way, and recalling every 
landmark which he had noticed in former rambles 
through the wood. Voices and steps seemed suddenly 
near, and made him hurry back at all risks, calling in a 
low voice the name of MarceUe. No one replied, only 
by a great light which all at once began to glow some- 
where, he saw Mme. de Lestrelle crouched where he 
had left her. 

"Dear madame, I have found the way. MarceUe I 
Madame! where is MarceUe? where is MarceUe 9" he 
repeated vehemently, as she only shuddered and made 
no answer. " Why did she not stay here ? Where is 
she?" 

" I do not know. She said she should return imme- 
diately. I thought she was with you," answered Mme. 
dc LestreUe, roused by his passionate questions. 
" What have you done with her ? MarceUe, MarceUe I 
mychUdr 

" Hush !" exclaimed Gavamie, clasping his hand over 
her mouth. "Be stiU, if you value your life. My 
God I" he muttered, in the keenest anguish he had ever 
known, " what can have become of her ?" 

No one answered the cry of Mme. de LestreUe ; the 
wood seemed deserted, but a ruddy Ught began to pen- 
etrate every thicket, and a roar of sound drowned aU 
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the cries and yells that had hitherto been inceasaat. 
The chateau was on fire, and the flames were rushing 
upwards, dyeing the sky with lurid crimsom, glowing 
in the dark ilexes, and filling the air. with dull smoke 
and scorching heat ''Marcellel .Marcellel" moaned 
Mme. de Lestrelle, and Gavamie denched his teeth in 
fierce despair* Almost reckless, he led her towards the 
edge of the wood ; he could not leave this helpless, ter- 
ror-stricken woman ; and the only thing remaining to 
be done was to attempt to take her to the presbytere, 
and return to seek the girl, lost at such a time, in such 
a scene. There was every chance that the wood itself 
might take fire ; no shelter could be hoped for there. 
Flakes of fire were blown over-head in the diifting 
clouds of smoke, reddened by the flames below ; the 
birds, scared from their sleep, fluttered out of the 
boughs ; some terrified creature scampered wildly by, 
turned and sprang up on them, wild with delight at 
discovering them. It was Mme. de Lestrelle's favourite 
lapdog, and Gavamie felt his heart leap with unreason- 
ing joy, as if the safety of the little animal somehow 
gave him hope for that of Marcelle, who had loved it. 
They got out beyond the wood ; all was still there, no 
one had awakened to know the destruction goiag on so 
near ; all was buried in sleep and silence, though the red 
glare spread overhead and around, and the rush and 
roar of the flames grew fiercer and fiercer. Thepresby- 
tere was in sight, its white walls illuminated by the reflec* 
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tion whioli was turning a little pool near to the colour of 
blood ; and here, at last, some one was stirring. Some of 
the servants had fled there, and the priest and his old 
mother were hurrying out, and met the fugitives. To 
them Gavamie committed Mme. de Lestrelle, whose 
wild, scared looks, and piteous cries for her daughter, 
excited their compassion ; and the old woman led her 
indoors, seeking to warm and reassure her, while the 
cure hurried to the chateau, fex outstripped l^ Gavar- 
nie, as he rushed back to seek the missing girl, for 
whose safeiy he would have held his life all too poor a 
ransouL 
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AT THE DAWNlKa. 

^HEN Jean Lebrun began to rally from the 
stupefaction whioh seized him on discover- 
ing that all his risks, all his efforts, had only 
put h\m in po^ession of an empty drawer, a mad de-^ 
sii-e for revenge filled him, — ^revenge on those who kept 
from him what he really had taught himself to believe 
rightfully his, and he flung open the door, and ran to 
urge on his accomplices, while a new hope darted into 
his mind — ^namely, that it would be possible to terrify 
Mme. de Lestrelle or Marcelle into a confession where 
the money and papers were ; for that the treasure was 
in the chateau he had no doubt, and it would be better 
to share it with others than not to get it at alL It was 
a fresh blow to find that his intended victims had fled ; 
Gavamie's absence proved that he had gone with them, 
and while the greater part of the band were pillaging 
the chateau, a few, under Lebnm's urgent persuasions, 
began to search the wood. Some of the servants had 
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fled ; others were profiting by the confusion to share in 
the spoils, and several of Lebrun's party dropped off, 
and returned to their more congenial occupation. His 
promises and urgency kept one or two with him, and 
they searched up and down the wood, long in vain, un- 
til at last, by chance, Lebrun took the way leading di- 
rectly past the bushes amongst which Marcelld and her 
mother were crouching. Another path divef ged rather 
higher up, and it was possible that they might strike off 
there ; but Marcelle dared not risk ii Her mother, 
wrapped in a dark cloak, might escape observation, but 
her own white mantle could not but catch theii^ eyes 
and betray them both. She saw the light of their 
torches, and knew Lebrun's voice. His motive for the 
midnight attack suddenly occurred to her, arid With it a 
recollection of horrors perpetrated for a like reason else- 
where — of women tortured and subjected to insults 
worse than death, her mother in the hands of these 
wretches, murdered perhaps, as a relation of hers had 
been in Dauphine a few weeks before — ^rather anything 
than this ! She acted with the impulsive courage which 
marked her ; disengaged herself from Mme. de Les- 
trelle, started out of the bushes, and ran right towards 
the two men advancing upon her. The white sudden 
apparition startled them so much that they stood still, 
and she had turned into another path, and was flying 
like the wind before they started in pursuit ; but their 
shouts followed her as she -fled, taking every turn that 
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offered itself, in the desperate hope of baffling them, 
and lighted by the flames which at once aided and 
endangered her. Thus she reached the limits of the 
wood on the side next the chateau, and stood still, lean- 
ing against a tree, and trembling as much from the 
Gfpeed she had made as from fear. Come what might, 
she had led the enemy far away from the hiding-place 
of her mother. 

Her heart gave a great leap, for again voices were au- 
dible, but how near she could not tell, for the rushing 
flames overpowered all other sounds. Unless, however, 
they had been very near, she could not have heard them 
at alL She dared not turn back into the wood, which 
here grew close to the old western tower where Lebrun 
had hidden himself. Though the chateau was on fire 
from end to end, this tower, entirely built of stone, even 
to the floors, was comparatively safe. There was no one 
near; everything worth pillaging had been dragged out, 
and Lebrun's allies — not more than two or three dozen, 
after all — were quarreling over the spoils on the other 
side of the house, most of them so drunk that they dis- 
regarded the flames which almost swept over them. As 
Marcelle hesitated, she saw every window glowing with 
red light, the roof one fierce glitter in the live and wri- 
thing flames, the trees crackling and scorching in the 
Lot blast, and every now and then a great crash and 
momentary check of the flames, told that a floor had 
fallen in. Only one hunted to bay could have chosen 
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any part of the chateau as a refuge ; yet it seemed less 
terrible to venture within it, than to encounter the men 
who were tracking her : and gathering up aQ her re* 
maining strength, Marcelle darted across the open space^ 
and fled into the tower — ^reaching the topmost room she 
knew not how — ^before she sank down so exhausted that 
she felt nothing but the choking throbs of her heart 
For the time, even the sensation of fear was annihilated ; 
had she known that Lebrun, abandoning the hope of 
finding the fugitives, and suddenly recollecting the rib- 
bon which he had found in the tower, was about to 
search it, as the hiding-place of the gold, she would not 
have moved. Yet her position, independent of this, was 
a desperate one. The ivy round the tower was on fire, 
and the stifling smoke and heat filled the room. If she 
had not been lying on the ground she could not have 
breathed. Every pane of glass in the window cracked, 
and the lead-work melted ; but the thick old walls kept 
out the fire, and within the tower there was nothing 
that could bum. She lay still, not caring much whether 
she lived or died : and the thought of her father and 
mother, and Gtivamie, seemed to float vaguely and dim- 
ly before her mind, without rousing any wish or feeling ; 
she was almost within that border-land between life and 
death, whose history few return to tell ; and the instinct 
of self-preservation was no longer powerful enough to 
make her stir a finger, though she heard some one com- 
ing up the stairs, and believed herself tracked to her 
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last refoge. Starting back at the door, the new comer 
uttered her name, and the sound of his voice recalled 
her to life, for it was that of a friend. She spoke his 
name in a dreamy way — then, rallying, sat up and said, 
** Bemadou, is it you T 

" Madame la Gomtesse I" repeated the cagot, unable 
to recover from his amazement ; " you here I Holy Vir- 
gin I I heard them saying that you had escaped with 
madame your mother and the captain — ^is he dead then, 
that you are alone here ?" 

" Dead I" said Marcelle, still bewildered, and with a 
look of such horror that Bemadou struck himself ve- 
hemently with both hands, exclaiming, " What a fool I 
am to frighten you I He is safe as far as I know : I 
only thought, seeing you thus — ^I came to see if the mo- 
ney were safe that we put here ; M. le Comte was so 
anxious for its safety, and doubtless you came for the 
same reason. Yes, no one has guessed our hiding-place. 
But some one may come yet ; it was not for nothing that 
that accursed villain Jean Lebrun arranged all this. 
Perhaps some spy told him, in spite of our precautions, 
that you and M le Comte and I had been in the tower 
that night. Listen, madame, you will lock the door, 
and I shall stand outside, and if any one comes, I charge 
myself with his reception." 

" But you, my poor Bemadou ! they may murder you." 

" One man could keep his ground in this narrow place 
against a dozen, madame." 
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" No, no, stay with me," said Marcelle, imploringly. 

The cagot, used to obey her implicitly, paused, but in 
this time of penl the man even though a cagot, felt his 
superior strength, and unconsciously took the command. 

''Madame, it is safer as I say. M. le Comte trusted 
the gold to me when he made me help to hide it here ; 
he knew I should feel answerable for it, and now I have 
you here too. Only make the door fast," and as he 
spoke he went out, shutting it behind him, and taking 
up his position on the landing, with faithful affection 
which inspired him with courage. 

The familiar voice, the reverent manner of Bernadou, 
and the sense of a protector at hand, restored Marcelle 
to herseli She rose and secured the door as he had 
bidden her, and sat down leaning against the window 
seat, for the flames had ceased to dart in their long 
tongues, having devoured the beautiful green mantle of 
the tower, leaving only such blackened branches as had 
clasped too close to be burned offl There was an inter- 
val of tranquillity, but then another step came running 
up stairs ; an exclamation followed, a shout for help and 
a heavy falL And then from below arose a confusion 
of cries and laughter, in the midst of which a voice 
shouted, apparently alluding toLebrun's trade of usury, 
" The cagot has paid our debts, interest and all — now 
he shall pay his own ;" and several persons seemed to 
mount the stair-case, and a shot and a scuffle followed. 
The locked door was violently shaken, but when it held 
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fast some one dedared that it was not worth while to 
break it open, and the footsteps went down again, while 
another voice asked why Lebnin had gone up there in 
such a hnny. A companion replied with a laugh, " Ask 
him ; only it will be some time before he can tell you/' 
and then all was stilL Marcelle breathed again, but 
soon the silence became so unbearable that she opened 
the door, and softly called Bemadou's name. There 
was no reply, and no one was on the landing. She wait- 
ed, hoping for his return, but all continued silent^ even 
the flames seemed dying down, and dawn was creeping^ 
coldly and chill up the sky. 

All her life long Marcelle retained the impression of 
the hours while she stood alone, chilled through and 
through, trembling for the fate of her mother and Ght- 
vamie ; beginning to fear for the poor cagot, and not 
daring to stir from her refuge. For many weeks after 
she invariably awoke at this hour, shuddering with 
dread ; and never again did she willingly look out on 
the sky of early morning. She waited long, in increas- 
ing suspense, becoming sure that some misfortune had 
befallen Bemadou, and at last venturing down to the 
foot of the tower. 

She was standing in the low doorway when Gavamie 
and the Abbe Bergerat came by. After a long search 
they had met, with faces in which each read the other's 
ill-success. Such anguish was. written on Gavamie's, 
that the cure involuntarily ejaculated, "God help you. 
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my poor friend !" And the two men, who had hitherto 
only felt aversion for one another, grasped hands hard 
for a moment, and then walked on, side by side, silent, 
for neither had a hope with which to encourage the 
other ; and the priest knew that he had no words to 
suit such a mood as Gavamie's. 

Walking on thus together they came to the tower, 
and saw the girl, whom they had sought all night in 
vain, before them. She heard Ghivamie's exclamation 
of passionate love and thankfulness, and saw his face 
flash from concentrated pain to rapture, and afterwards 
clearly remembered it ; but at the time she had but one 
thought, and it was neither for him nor hersell At her 
feet lay the cagot^ wounded to death, past speech or 
movement ; except that his gaze was fixed on her face, 
as she stood beside him, and said, " Look here, M. le 
Cure. He has died to defend me." 

A smile, an expression of grateful aflection, came over 
Bemadou's face ; the cure knelt hastily down to give him 
the absolution of the dying, and held up a smaU crucifix 
before him ; f orgettio^ all his animosity, and seeing only 
a Christian at the point of death before him ; but the 
wistful blue eyes, which had looked from Marcelle to Ga- 
vamie, as if to be sure that she was in safe keeping, were 
already dim : a shudder ran over his hmbs, — there 
was a gasp, a sigh, — and Bernadou lay dead before 
them. 

"For mel For meT repeated Marcelle : and, with a 
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sudden moTement^ she knelt down and kissed the cagot's 
hand. 

" Take me to my mother 1" she said, rising, and turn- 
ing to Gavamie ; and with the tenderest respect he led 
her away. No one was lingering near the smoking ruins 
where now and then, fanned by some breath of wind, 
fire again leaped up. They reached the presbytere un- 
seen and unmolested. 
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CHAPTER XXL 

"only a oagot." 

fHEN Gayamie saw Mme. de Lestrelle and 
Marcelle later in the day, the former seemed 
ahready recovering her butterfly spirits ; 
cold, terror, fatigue had passed.over her without harm- 
ing her, and in the peasant costume, which had been 
the only one that good Mme. Bergerat, the cure's mo- 
ther, could procure for her, she looked ready to take a 
role in one of those little comedies in which Gavamie 
had seen her act with singular grace and spirit, and the 
kitchen in which they were sitting Completed the illu- 
sion. 

Marcelle, on the contrary, was as haggard as if she 
had endured long illness, and the bright colours which 
were so becoming to her mother, only made her pallor 
and exhaustion more marked. A faint blush came into 
her cheeks as Gavamie held her hand, and looked anx- 
iously and inquiringly at her, and she withdrew it, and 
sat down rather apart, shading her eyes. His glances 
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turned repeatedly to her during the efiiosion of gratitude 
i¥hich Mme. de Lestrelle poured out» without meeting 
any response. She seemed completely worn out with 
what she had undergone. 

''You are looking at that naughty one, M. le Gapi- 
taine?" said Mme. de Lestrelle. ''Even now I cannot 
understand what happened last night : I only know that 
we were parted, and that as soon as I comprehended it I 
suffered a martyrdom till you brought her back. Un- 
til then my courage never failed, but no mother could 
endure such a trial Poor little one, no wonder you 
were not very brave at such a dreadful time I Ah, you 
do not like to be questioned. I will not torment you, 
and no one could blame you, my angel, for a little want 
of couraga Even mine almost gave way. It is all a 
frightful dream. All is so vague that I camiot recol- 
lect what passed, except that we both owe our lives to 
you." 

" You have indeed much to be humbly thankful for, 
Mme. la Comtesse," observed the cure, who had just 
come in, tired and dusty after his agitated night, and 
the long walk which he had taken, without time to 
break his fast, to see a dying man. 

" Good heavens ! monsieur, I know it," said Mme. de 
Lestrelle, petulantly ; " one always has, whenever any- 
thing particularly disagreeable and dreadful has hap- 
pened. But at least I suppose I am not called upon 
to be thankful that all my wardrobe is burnt, and 
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my poor eat, no doubt, a priceless angora of Mme. 
la Dnchesse de Seigliere's breed, and a hnndred other 
things — though, as for the dresses, it is a consolation to 
think that I must have an entire new wardrobe : only, 
my dear Gavamie, where am I to wear it ?" 

" In your house at Ibarraye, madame. You will be 
safer there than anywhere, and the municipal authori- 
ties are all eager to protect you." 

"That gloomy old prison! And who is there in 
Ibarraye to see what I wear ? I might as well keep this 
costume." 

"You could have nothing more becoming, dear ma- 
dame." 

" Do you really think so? ^ Then all that I endured 
last tiight has not made me quite hideous ? Ah, how 
glad I am that M. le Comte was safe in Paris !" 

" Safe in Paris I" ironically repeated the cure, already 
irritated by talk whose frivolity greatly displeased him. 

" Who is safe anywhere in this distracted country ? 
We have had a sample of how the doctrines of the 
philosophers and economists work in the events of 
last night." 

" Am I to suppose M. le Cure so little informed as to 
these doctrines as to believe that Jean Lebrun and his 
friends represent either the philosophers or econo- 
mists ?" retorted Gavamie. 

" Not consciously, monsieur. But they have enlisted 
with the men whom you uphold, in that army now let 



Digitized by 



Google 



296 ON THE BDGE OF THE 8T0B1L 

loose who plough and sow iniqtiity, to whom ihis unhap- 
py country is given over. The gates of hell prevail, 
the ungodly triumph, and the Church hides herself in 
confusion. My Gk)d, how long, how long ?" 

Gavamie, himself an honest seeker after truth, for 
a moment realized that the priest was striving in the 
bitterness of his soul with that dread enigma, the or- 
dering of the world, and it was with some sympathy 
that he said, ''Do you see no good to be evolved out of 
thischaosr 

" None, monsieur." 

''Do you really think no alterations for the better 
possible?" asked Gavamie, with a little warmth. 

" None would be needed, if the world would submit 
to the government of the church." 

" Then to what do you attribute the present general 
discontent and misery ?" 

" Partly to the rejection of her rule, and partly to 
the toleration accorded to heretics. Yes, monsieur, in 
these two things you wiU find that clue which you phi- 
losophers flatter yourselves you have discovered." 

Here Mme. de Lestrelle, very little interested in this 
discussion, interposed before Gavamie could gather 
words to annihilate his opponent " Marcelle, you re- 
member what my dear witty friend, the Marquise de 
Rivieres, said to Lafayette, when the rabble threw an 
orange into her lap. 'Monsieur, here is the fruit of 
your revolution I' But that wretch, Jean Lebrun, was 
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he really there? Who saw him? How do you 
know?" 

" He was there. I was summoned to him before go- 
ing to Bassou, the shepherd," said M. Bergerat. " He 
believed himself dying, being in some little pain from a 
fall down the stairs of the western tower, and was anx- 
ious for absolution." 

"And is he dying?" asked Gavamie, who would not 
have felt any Hvely regret had this been the case. 

"Not in the least; such fellows have nine lives," 
said M. Bergerat, with irrepressible contempt, as he re- 
called the abject confession which superstition had 
wrung from Lebrun as a means of purchasing Paradise. 

"Were any hves lost except that unlucky cagot's?" 
asked Mme. deLestrelle. 

" One or two men were so drunk that their clothes 
caught fire, but none ai-e likely to die." 

" But the cagot — how did that happen ? Nay, we 
will speak of it another time," she added, as Gavamie 
signed towards Marcelle, but the cure, austerely intol- 
erant of any one's shrinking from a painful subject, an- 
swered, " Apparently there was a struggle i)etween Le- 
brun and the cagot, in the midst of which others came 
up, carrying off Lebrun, and murdering Chrestiaa out 
of wanton crueliy. The servants had either escaped or 
sided with the assailants. Several of the women fied 
here. It is well that only a cagot fell a victim." 

" Only a cagot I" muttered Gavamie, too angry with 
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the core's inTeterate prejudices to deign to combat 
them ; and jnst then MarceUe remoyed her hand from 
her brow, and said hurriedly, ** M. Gayamie, I want to 
see poor Yeronique." 

** Ah yes, let ns send for her, the poor child I" said 
Mme. de Lestrelle, forgetful that she was not in her 
chateau, with a dozen lacqueys at her command. 

''I must go to her,** said MarceUe, looking at Gti- 
vamia 

"My child I Impossible! you would not leave me? 
we must not be separated after these frightful scenes ; 
and I should die of ennui alone here," added Mme. de 
Lestrelle in a whisper ; ** the cure always makes me die 
of yawning, and now he wiQ deliver a prone on the 
blessings of misfortunes, and that will be an additional 
one which I have no strength for/' 

" I must see Veronique," repeated MarceUe. ** I 
must teU her of her brother's fate." 

" That is my office, Mme. la Comtesse," said the cure. 
"I should already have visited her, had I not been 
caUed elsewhere. 

" Pardon me, M. le Cure ; indeed I must be the one 
to teU her. She would remember that you — did not 
love her brother." 

The Abbe Bergerat's face darkened ; he thought that 
as a minister of religion he ought to be more accepta- 
ble than any one else, but his mother interposed hum* 
bly, "My son, Mme. la Comtesse is right ; one woman 
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understands another. The poor Yeronique will be bet- 
ter able to hear you after she has seen her. I know it 
because I am a woman mjsell" 

The cure, haughty and overbearing to every one else, 
had a reverence for his old peasant mother which was 
touching \i such a man. He made no opposition, 
though displeased and scandalized. 

" But Marcelle, my child, you cannot go alone I Oh 
no, no, my dear Gavamie, it is impossible for you to es- 
cort her ; it is unheard of. If indeed M. le Oure were 
going ; but even then *' 

"Mme. de Fayolles has taken the matter out of my 
hands," answered the cure, shortly ; and Gavarnie con- 
templated with a 9ort of curiosity the man who at such 
a time could feel only the wound to his self-conse- 
quence. But in fact it was the affi*ont to his ofSlce that 
he resented, only he audit had become so identified that 
he could no longer distinguish himself frcmi his ofice. 

" If M. Gavarnie will go with me I have no fear, 
mamma. In any case I must go." 

"Child I how can you be so perverse! I dare not 
stay here alone, after such treachery as that Lebrun's, 
a man who owed me the utmost gratitude ; for when 
my husband would have dismissed him, I begged that 
he might remain, for he was a perfect lacquey." 

" Perhaps, Mme. la Gomtesse, he might fancy it was 
rather on your account than his that you procured his 
pardon ?" suggested M. Bergerat, with a grim smile. 
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''So it was, but I do not see what difference that 
miakes," answered Mme. Lestrelle, naively. " But as 
for this wild expedition^ my angel, I cannot permit it ; 
what would Mme. de St Xist say if she heard of it f 

Gayamie could not suppress a laugh. ''She neyer 
will, oomtesse, and I should not envy any one who did 
not appreciate the charitable motive of Mme. de 
FayoUes. Trust -her to me ; we shall not be long ab- 
sent" 

"The world is turned upside down," sighed Mme. de 
Lestrelle, " but since I have worn these sabots I have 
wondered less that the peasants are discontented with 
their condition. I do not think that even being bom to 
it could reconcile me to wearing sabots. I must write 
to my husband and tell him what has happened, and 
beg him to order me a new wardrobe ; especially that 
new muff that they called agitation momentain4e ; it is 
ravishing ; have you ever seen it, M. le Cure ? When 
are we going to Ibarraye, my dear Gavamie ? for I fear 
that we inconvenience this kind Mme. Bergerat" 

Gavamie had made arrangements for this remove, 
but he had imagined that Mme. de Lestrelle would be 
so prostrated by all she had endured, that she would 
not be able to stir until after a long rest She was, 
however, far more excited than overcome ; hardly, per- 
haps, realizing what had passed, and shrinking from 
everything that made it clearer. Her strongest impulse 
was to escape from pain ; such feelings as the cure 
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wished her to manifest were repugnant and unnatural 
to her, and she considered that he showed extremely 
bad taste in urging them upon her. His evident dis- 
pleasure rather amused her, for like many other ladies 
of high birth Mme. de Lestrelle recognised no especial 
authority in the peasant priest, though in theory she 
had a vast respect for the hierarchy. She ceased to op- 
pose the scheme propounded by Marcelle, as much to 
annoy him as because it wearied her to combat anything 
steadily, though, as she had truly said, such a step as 
this, independent though Marcelle always was, had never 
been heard ol Even the mighty barriers of etiquette 
however gave way in circumstances so absolutely new, 
and Marcelle and Gavamie set out together on their 
mournful expedition, while Mme. de Lestrelle, far from 
feeling the ennui which she had predicted, became 
greatly amused by the details of village life that she 
extracted from Mme. Bergerat — ^a kindly old woman, 
as wrinkled as a raisin, with peasant humility, in which 
mingled a certain dignity arising from her conscious- 
ness of the honour of having a son in the priesthood, 
while her manner to him was a curious mixture of 
maternal authority and deference. Her village talk 
was as new to Mme. de Lestrelle as if it had been tales 
of those Iroquois, such as Gavamie sometimes told her ; 
and her lively questions enchanted the old peasant, 
whose admiration almost atoned for the lack of it in her 
son. The Abbe Bergerat was one of the few men for 
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whom Mme. de Lestrelle had no tascansAion, and the 
consdousness of it added a good deal to the yivacity 
of her aTersion to him. 

Meanwhile, Oavamie and Marcelle followed the pine- 
bordered way beside the lake, which led to the cagot's 
dwelling. They walked for some time in silence, while 
he thotight oyer the ^ast nighty and the search which 
had become ma ^peless every moment, and she was 
trembling p^ ,e prospect of Yeronique's grief ; but 
though h . arage seemed sinking more and more, she 
nerer ■ ^t of escaping from her painful task Mar- 
oe^Iw wafi only ooorageous through her affections, like a 
true woman. Presently she said, '' Have you been up to 
the chateau again f 

**For a momeni I wanted to see if any one had vis- 
ited the western tower to-day. All was just as we left 
it ; and as long as Lebrun is nailed to a sick bed, there 
is no danger. He must have got scent of that hiding- 
place." 

''Is anything left of the house?" 

"A few walls, the fragments of a floor, and some chim- 
neys. Mme. de Lestrelle's cat was mewing disconsolate- 
ly over the ruins." 

''It is a greater ruin, then, than the old chateau on 
the hilL How grieved one would be for all this destruc- 
tion, if there were not something so much worse to 
lament!" 

"Only a cagoti" said Gavamie to himself, and then 
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aloud, "Yon seemed to know that Mme. de Lestrelle 
was safe when I found you ?" 

" Oh, I knew that you would never have left her till 
she was in safety. The sight of you told me." 

"Do you dislike telling me how you came to quit the 
place where I left you ?" 

" I heard Lebrun's voice ; I knew that his torch would 
shine on my white cloak, and betray us : so the only 
chance for mamma seemed to be to leave her : and then 
I could see no refuge but the tower." 

As Gavamie made no answer, she looked at him, afraid 
that he blamed her ; and started to see his eyes full of 
tears. 

" I do not know how poor Bemadou came there," she 
went on, hurriedly. " There was no time to tell me how ' 
he had heard of our danger. Oh, how shall I ever tell 
poor Veronique ?" 

" She will bear it better from you than from any one," 
said Gavamie, gently. 

"Do you think so? Then you think I did right to 
come?" 

" Most certainly." 

"I am glad," said Marcelle, and she relapsed into si- 
lence, Gavamie knew weU that simple words meant 
much ; for he had not been acquainted with Marcelle so 
long, without perceiving that though very dependent on 
the opinion of two or three people, whom she really es- 
teemed and loved, what others thought was entirely in- 
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different to her. It was no time to comment on her 
words ; hardly even to dwell on them in his heart. 

'* I am thankfol jou are not a slave to that priest,"' he 
said at last, suddenly. ** That man — he is petrified into 
nothing but a priest— every gesture, the way he holds 
his head, moves^ looks, all remind me that he is an ec- 
clesiastic. Last nighty for a moment, he became a man ; 
but, no doubt, by this time he is ashamed of it" 

"I think he would be great in times of adversity/' 
said Marcelle. 

** He, and such as he, are preparing them as fast as 
they can. At a time when at least they are dear-sighted 
enough to see that even the first principles of religion 
are in danger, they unite — ^against what? To present 
a petition against the feeble portion of tolerance accord- 
ed to the Protestants. As a body, the clergy — ^not the 
country clergy, perhaps, but the mass of clergy — are as 
much detested as the nobles. I beg your pardon ! I 
always forget that your family belong to the noblesse. 
You must take that as an apology from one American- 
bred I" 

"Tes," said Marcelle, who had no heart to smile, 
" America must seem like your own country. You would 
never have Hved here willingly — even in better times, I 
think — and now you are staying to help us. It is very 
good of you." 

"Good!" Gavamie repeated, impetuously. "Goodl 
If you knew— but I ought not to tell you; it does not 
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matter what I meant I am bound to help in every way 
that I can the family of M. de Champfort." 

" I know you feel it thus," said Marcelle, her colour 
changing fasi " My father is very grateful It seems 
wrong to be as sorry as I am that his books and papers 
were burned, yet that is what grieves me most, next to 
. . . What is that?" she added, shrinking up to his side 
in terror at some sHght noise. 

" A water-fowl in the reeds. I ought not to have let 
you take this long walk," said Gavarnie, perceiving how 
every sound made her start and tremble. **It is too 
much for you." 

" No, I was very grateful to you for not opposing me. 
I must have gone. It is only that I feel as if there were 
danger everywhere to-day, and I long to return and be 
sure of my mother's safety." 

" I would not have left her if I had not felt sure of it, 
and there was no danger for you in venturing here. 
When I went into Ibarraye I found the general belief 
was that you had escaped to Alliers, to your friends the 
De Momays ; no one imagined you anywhere near, and 
I did not undeceive them, and forbade the women who 
took refuge at the presbytere to leave it, so there will be 
no gossiping. The cure answers for three or four of his 
parishioners, and they are actiug guard, though at this 
moment there, is nothing to guard againsi Last night's 
outrage is highly unpopular ; the rascals concerned in it 
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are only snspocted, except Lebmn, and wJl keep as quiet 
as possible for some time to come." 

'' Oh, it could not be a poptdar actl My dear father, 
who has done every one good all his life. And yet his 
house has been treated like Chateau Si Xist? Do you 
really think we shall be safe in Ibarraye ¥* 

'' Yesy for you will be under the safeguard of the peo- 
ple/' said Gayamie, whose American training inspired 
him with a confidence in the generosity and the honour 
of the populace which as yet nothing had shakeiu *' The 
French nation are no more to be judged of by single out- 
rages than the Americans by the acts of those * skiimers' 
of whom you have heard, wandering vagabonds, such as 
appear in all troublesome times under dijSerent names." 
' " I think the bad are always stronger than the good," 
said Marcelle ; '' the bad all work together, while the 
good axe divided, or go different ways. It seems so 
wonderful that in less than a year a quiet country like 
ours should be in confusion from one end to the other, 
and outrages like these taking place every whera Do 
you remember how we thought such things would be 
impossible, because all the orderly classes must combine 
against them?" 

" Chaos must precede light," said Obvamie. 

" If only people do not prefer chaos I Did you hear 
what they thought of last night's work ?" 

" General disapprobation ; but as I did not want to be 
quostioned, I only saw one or two of the authorities, and 
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hurried back. It was lucky that I went at so early an 
hour to the tower, for by nine o'clock all Ibarray e seemed 
there, looking at the ruins. Take care, we must begin 
to mount here. 

" This precipice ? It seems impossible." 

** No, I know the way : there is no danger. Put your 
hand on my shoulder — ^there ; now give it to me ; this 
is a difficult bit Stand still and rest a moment." 

He held her hand with a tender protecting dasp, and 
they stood for a little while, looking round at the wild 
and gloomy scene, which winter had rendered tenfold 
more dreary than before. 

** How wild ; how melancholy I" said Marcelle, greatly 
impressed. " I was never here before. Is it possible to 
Hve here ? Let us go on." 

" Wait a little longer. How you tremble !" 

" I do not know how to tell her," said Marcelle, with 
appealing anguish. '* 1 feel as if I were bringing her a 
death-warrant She is thinking of him as alive, perhaps 
now returning, and he has been dead for hours. It is 
horrible!" 

*' She may already have heard." 

But they soon knew that this was not so, for Yero- 
nique was heard talking overhead to her goats. '' Go 
go then, wicked ones ! You must be content in your 
stable until spring comes back ; it is near at hand now, 
winter has nearly played all his tricks ; he comes once 
a year, and that is once too often. He makes us all hide 
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like mice in their holes, mj pretty onea Be still then, 
Bljl be stilly Miriflor, evil beastl There is a bundle of 
ash boughs for you, as sweet as boiled wine. Be qtdet, 
I say 1 Bemadou will soon be back, and you cannot want 
him as much as I do/' 

She seemed to hear the steps of Gayamie and Marcelle, 
and ran forward, calling, with great eagerness, her bro- 
ther's name; then, transfixed with amazement — "Ma- 
dame I Mme. de Fayolles, M. le Capitaine 1 Ah, note 
demoiselle^ what has happened? I hare been in misery 
for you ever since Caylou was here yesterday night, and 
told us I know not what ; he had been drinking with 
Severac ; perhaps M. le Capitaine knows Severac ? a 
rascal of the finest sort, who got as tipsy as a thrush, 
and let out Lebrun's scheme, and Caylou came up here 
and told us. We were asleep when he came, for it was 
a long way from Severac's cabaret to this place, but we 
got up and let him in, and as soon as Bemadou heard 
the story, cart ropes would not have kept hin) here." 

" This explains," said Qavamie to Marcelle, and their 
mournful looks struck Veronique, who exclaimed, " Alas, 
some misfortune has happened I was he not in time to 
warn you?" 

" No, my poor Veronique ; only to save my lifa" 

" Is the chateau burned, then T 

" To the ground." 

" Holy Virgin I — and — ^madame your mother ?' 

" She is safe." 
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" But then nothing matters much, for I know that M. 
le Comte is away." 

"Ah yes, Veroniqne, I have lost one of my best 
friends.*' 

"Who is that, madame? The countess is safe, and 
monsieur, our master, is away, and monsieur here is 
safe also. And you yourself— ah, how thankful I am 
for that I I have been praying for you all night, ever 
since Bemadou rushed out of our house." 

" My poor Veronique, you will think that my life cost 
too dear when you hear what was paid for it" 

" Nothing could be too dear, madame ; Bemadou and 
I would give our lives twice over for you if we could." 

" I know it ; ah 1 I have reason to know ii" 

" Mme. la Comtesse, where is Bemadou ?" asked Ve- 
ronique, turning pale ; and as Marcelle shook her head 
sorrowfully, she uttered a sharp cry, and flung herself 
down on the ground in grief whose violence defied any 
attempt at consolation. 

Marcelle did not try to comfort her, for what was 
there to say? She sat down on the ground, and waited, 
for at the caressing touch of her hand Veronique 
wrenched herself away as if she could not endure it, 
and her first intelligible words were, " Tell M. le Capi- 
taine to go, — ^make him go, — I do not want him here ; 
I will not have him here j it vexed Bemadou — ^it made 
mo anger him I" 

The passion of sobs broke out afresh, lasting till they 
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had exhausted her, and then, with tears still streaming, 
she Hstened to the account of what had taken place. 
Marcelle herself greatly shaken by this scene, following 
on the events that she could scarcely endure to recall, 
suddenly faltered and burst into tears, and Yeronique. 
speaking for the first time, since she had understood her 
loss, with some calmness, said, " Alas I madame, you are 
very kind. You grieve for me, and you call him one of 
your best friends. He would like to know that There 
was nothing that he would not have done for you and 
M. le Comte. And you have come up here to tell me 
yourselit all this way, though you look so iU : you 
should not have done that." 

*' I could not help it," said Marcelle, kissing her ; and 
the cagote sat with her head on the breast of Marcelle, 
tired out with the violence of her sorrow. 

" He was always good to me," she said, presently, 
" "When we were little we used to play like two kids. I 
nev6r really wished to go away from here, but he thought 

I did, and ^No one ever had a brother like him ; he 

was father, mother, and brother to me, and we were 
very happy together." 

"I do not think that he was happy, Yeronique. 
He suffered too much. He felt himself an outcast. 
tfBut the angels have welcomed him as their brother, 
and win show him what real happiness is. And as for 
you, my poor child, you belong to us now ; you must 
let us take care of you." 
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" I shall stay here, madame : I cannot go away." 

**Not alone, Veronique!" 

"I think that my old annt in the town will come to 
me ; but if not, I do not care. I shall stay in onr 
house. Bemadou made it^ and we have always liyed 
here." 

** Oh, I cannot leave you here I" 

" Alas, madame, I could not live in your house ; your 
servants would not endure me there ; and I would 
rather stay hera " Only, if I may, I will come and see 
you. 

" Oh, come ; be sure you come soon. We are going 
to Ibarraya" 

" We must not linger," said Gavamie, who had not 
ventured to address Veronique openly, or express the 
pity that he felt for her. " Veronique will come to Ibar- 
ifaye as soon as she can. I would return here and take 
you news of her, only " 

"No, monsieur, no ; never again I I did not mind 
formerly ; but I will not vex Bemadou now. Ah, Ma- 
dame la Comtesse, wherever he is, he is very glad you 
are safe 1" 

She covered her face with her hands, and ran into 
the cottage, fastening the door ; while Oavamie aided 
the weary steps of Marcelle to descend the rocky way. ** 
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MICHELIJ& 

DE LESTRELLE'S house in Ibarrayd was 
a large, gloomy building, "vrithdrawn mth- 
in its quadrangle, in one of the oldest 
streets of the town. One floor was let to M* Luchon ; 
another had been occupied by a M. de TOrme, a govern- 
ment employe, who had prudently given up his post 
when stormy times began. His rooms were empty," and 
Gavamie established himself in them : quitiing the one 
which he had hitherto occupied. He continued to form 
one of the Lestrelle family, when they established them- 
selves in Ibarraye after the burning of the chateau, need- 
ed more than ever when M. de Lestrelle returned bro- 
ken by anxiety, struck to the heart by all that he had 
seen in Paris, where he had entirely failed in bringing 
4iis affairs to a satisfactory conclusion ; and embittered 
by Uhe treatment that his family had received in his ab- 
sence. He could not be persuaded that it was but the 
act of a handful of rascals, of which all honest people 
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strongly ^Usapproved : for, after the first excitement, so 
timid was the condemnation expressed, so afraid was 
every one of becoming unpopular, that nobody dared to 
uplift a voice in protestation ; no effort had been made 
to punish the offenders ; Jean Lehron became more in- 
fluential than ever, and, as far as M. de Lestrelle knew, 
all those whom he had served to the best of his power 
for a lifetime, approved of what had been done. 

The last twelve months had changed his cheerful old 
age into painful feebleness ; since his return from Paris 
he looked bent and helpless, and aU his placid gaiety 
had given way to a brooding melancholy from which it 
was impossible to rouse hnn. Instead of habitually liv- 
ing with his family, he shrank into soHtude, now seem- 
ing to dread heaxiog public news, and then distressingly 
anxious to learn everythiog that was passing. His hands 
had grown furrowed and tremulous, and when Gavamie 
had succeeded in calling forth a little interest in his old 
studies, by offering some rare plant or flower, he would 
soon leave it down vdth a sigh, saying, " All that is over 

for me — is over for me " and his expressive gesture 

completed the half-spoken sentence. His books and 
writings, his cherished microscope, had been destroyed 
in the burning of the chateau, but he uttered no regrets 
for what at an earlier time would so sensibly have af- 
fected him. Anxieiy for his wife and child haunted him 
to so painful a degree, that he would often start up and 
go to seek them, merely to assure himself that no harm 
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had happened to them, and even in his broken snatches 
of sleep allusions to their defenceless condition escaped 
him. More than once he referred to the rejection of M. 
de Si Xist in terms that keenly pained Marcelle, espe- 
cially as Mme. de Lestrelle was convinced that had the^ 
marqnis been her son-in-law no misfortune could have 
befallen them. ** My angel, it is of no use to argue/' she 
would say ; "Ifeel it is asIteU you, but as the marquise 
says, you will take your way.'' Marcelle knew at least 
that the first part of her assertion was true. Nothing 
showed more how disorganized society was than the 
way that &milies were scattered and friendships broken 
up. The Si Xists, intimate for several generations with 
the Lestrelles, had drifted away, and crossed their path 
no more ; the closest ties were strained almost to break- 
ing in these times, and those who had met daily for 
years were driven so far apart by the storm that they 
never met again. 

These were sad, painful days, yet the languid weary 
air that Marcelle used to have had vanished ; there was 
a look of happiness as if some spring of gladness had 
been unsealed in her heart, and she and Oavamie de- 
voted themselves to cheering and amusing her parents 
with a silent understanding of each other's tactics, and 
the bond already formed between them was strength- 
ened by sharing hopes and fears and thoughts. As poli- 
tics were now avoided by both, lest some word should 
reach and trouble M. de Lestrelle, she was unaware how 
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widely their opinions began to differ, for, woman like, 
ahe could not see beyond the crimes of the revolution 
from which she had expected so much ; she had been 
personally wounded by it, and hated to remember that 
she had once been ardently on the popular side. Ga- 
varnie was equally disappointed, but though deploring 
the sins that were staining crimson the white robe of the 
new regime, he looked on the revolution itself with a 
strong conviction of its absolute necessity, such as no 
innocent girl could understand, and which unavoidably 
made him its ardent partisan. 

Both Marcelle and her mother shrank from putting 
into words the change which became daily more visible 
in M. de LestreUe, but with the wife it was because she 
tried not to see it ; with the daughter, because she could 
not bear to put into words the change which day by day 
she was forced to own more decidedly to herseli Ga- 
vamie knew better than either how to soothe and en- 
liven the old man, and was constantly with him ; Mme. 
de LestreUe used to thank him with warm gratitude, 
but Marcelle never spoke on the subject, which, knowing 
her as he did, he took for the deepest thanks she could 
give. It was understood without a word that he should 
not leave them ; his presence was indispensable, and it 
would have been a poor return for M. de Champfort's 
kindness had he deserted the Lestrelles at such a time. 
M. de LestreUe was now bent upon leaving France as 
soon as possible, and Gttvamie had attempted to get a 
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passport for England, but delay after delay was iQta^ 
posed; emigration was daily more nnpoptilar; the 
trades-people of Ibarraye, who had discovered that they 
had lost something by the burning of Chateau St XLst 
and the flight of many aristocrats, were one and all op- 
posed to the departure of a &mily who had always 
spent a large income among them, and besides, there 
was evidently a secret enemy at work. Gavamie rightly 
guessed it to be Jean Lebmn, whose fall down the tow- 
er stairs had long confined him to his bed with an in- 
jured ankle, but who even there was not by any means 
harmless, and now began to rise from it thirsty for re- 
venge. 

M. de Lestrelle's whole heart was set upon leaving 
Ibarrye immediately, for he was aware that his failing 
health would soon make it impossible to do so, and each 
delay tortured him. His having selected England, 
against the advice of Gayamie, proved a misfortune, for 
such a choice of a refuge was used as a pretext for suspi- 
cion against him, as England now was in extreme dis- 
favour, and the time was fast coming when a suspicion 
was a death-warrani The reluctance of Ibarraye to 
lose this family caused months to slip by vdthout a 
step having been gained. Lebrun, too, was at work, 
as Gavamie knew, but Gavamie did not think it pru- 
dent to tell his surmises to Mme. de Lestrelle, on the 
countless occasions when she summoned him to explain 
why things were not in train. She seemed unable to 
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tmderstand anyttiiiig rnnning seriously cQunter to her 
desires, and would send to tell Gayamie that he must 
come instantly and advise which of her possessions she 
should take with her, as if they were om the eve of set- 
ting out. On one of these occasions he was sent for to 
her apartment while her maid curled and powdered her 
beautiful fair hair, and dressad har for the afternoon, 
when she discarded the short petticoat and untidy 
coiffure of the morning. Gavamie was allowed to be pre- 
sent at this ceremony, according to the manners oi the 
time ; Marcelle was also in the room. 

Another spectator was M. Luchon's housekeeper, who 
took a Hvely interest in the ceremony, and came in un- 
invited, but not unwelcome, for in the dearth of enter- 
tainment Catherine's shrewd chatter was not without its 
value to Mme. de Lestrelle. The presence of a pretty 
woman with her innumerable wants and fancies had im- 
parted a certain air of refined luxury to this room, and 
the screens which she had procured to defend herself 
from draughts gave it an air of comfort which made it 
quite unlike those in the rest of the house, with their 
tiled floors, scanty furniture, and family pictures, that 
gave Uttle beyond a general idea of powder, laced 
waistcoats, and enormous lappets everywhere. Furni- 
ture from Chateau Lestrelle used to be transported to 
the town when the family came there for two or three 
months in the year, but had been burned or stolen, and 
since none had been procured to replace it, the rooms 
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looked empty and bare. In fhe time that she had been 
there, howeyer, Mme. de Lestrelle had collected a thon- 
8and trifles and knick-knacks, which she declared it im- 
possible to live without, preferring, at a time when it 
began to be dangerous to wear even too clean linen, to 
risk the popniar indignation, should her aristocratic tastes 
be betrayed, and declining altogether to renounce .the 
green ribbons so peculiarly becoming to her, though the 
mob had, for some reason only known to itself pro- 
nounced green to be an aristocratic colour, and ladies 
guilty of wearing it had been roughly treated. Mme. 
de Lestrelle took a dangerous, childish pleasure in doing 
whatever was most unpopular, unwarned by late events, 
unable to realize the serious peril that she and all be- 
longing to her incurred, and laughing at the remon- 
strances of Gayamie, who knew not how to deal with 
this gay and frivolous creature, a woman in years, but 
more thoughtless and unreasonable than a child. 

*' If I did not make a little amusement for myself, I 
should die of ennui and anxiety," she repeated, and irri- 
tating as was the temperament that could not be serious 
at such a time, the vivacious gaiety had its charms and 
advantages, when everything was so sombre that cheer- 
fulness became a painful eflfort, yet no one could afford 
to be despondent. Gavarnie was often forcibly re- 
minded of a moment in his life when he had rocked in 
a little boat on a waste of waters which had broken their 
barriers, and were spreading desolation where shortly 
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before had been rice fields, and cane brakes, and human 
habitations. The dreary sight had often since returned 
on his mental -vision ; uprooted trees hurrying past ; the 
shattered beams and planks of a house where he had 
often spent pleasant hours ; the little animals which the 
flood had surprised, struggling for their lives in it, and 
butterflies fluttering over the rolling waters, vainly seek- 
ing plant or tree on which to rest France was fast re- 
sembling such a scene. 

From some such thoughts he was roused by Mme. de 
Lestrelle's voice, as she answered her maid's adjuration 
to look in the glass and see how becoming a new style 
of head-dress was. 

" Alas, my poor Michelle 1 of what are you thinking ? 
What do I care for coiffures and good looks now, buried 
in this tomb, and overwhelmed with anxieties?" 

" But, madame, you really must not give yourself up 
to such thoughts," answered the girl, who had returned 
to her mistress after the burning of the chateau, but was 
in no feivour with Ghtvamie, who suspected her fidelity, 
while she resented his cold civility as an insult to her 
attractions. ''Whatever happens, madame has the 
brightest eyes in France, and that is enough to console 
one for most things." 

Marcelle frowned, and Michelle was aware of it, but 
only tossed her head impertinently. " Do look, madame,." 
she continued, "it is wonderful to see that you look ab- 
solutely the better for all you have gone through. Is it 
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not 80, monsieiirf But it is not pretty faces that M. le 
Capitaine cares for!" added MiGhelle, with a glance at 
Marcelle the more insolent that it was impossible to no- 
tice the allusion. " See, madame, here is the mirror. 
Most ladies would look pale — ^their ejres would be hol- 
low ; but you I Only one glance, madame." 

''No, no, Michelle, this is only flattery. Tou have 
dressed me, and that is enough. Sinoe we are not in 
Paradise, we must think a little of our toilettes, but I 
care no longer for it." 

'' What happiness that we are not in Paradise, ma- 
dame I Poor Mme. Eve I she was forced to do without 
a lady's maid." 

" The serpent takes the form of one," muttered Gavar- 
nie aside to Marcelle, while Mme. de LestreUe again 
waved the mirror aside, it being her latest caprice to 
fancy herself faded and worn by her afflictions. 

''Yes, yes, Mine, la Comtesse is right," said old Cath- 
erine, with a wink to Michelle ; "any one can see how 
changed she is since last year. Ah, when she was here 
then she looked younger than madame her daughter, 
but now — ah dear!" 

"There, Marcelle, it is as I told you," said Mme. de 
Lestrelle, triumphantly. " You would not admit it, but 
now, — ^unless one had no human fadings, and you know 
mine are far too keen for my happiness — ^But am I, in- 
deed, so altered, Gavamie ? No, you never allow it : you 
flatter me like Michelle here. I must judge for myself." 
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She looked long and scnitinizmgly into the mirror, 
as she had done at Ghateaa Lestrelle when the terrible 
idea of a wrinkle presented itself to her. It reflected 
back her fair and rosy face, dark eyes and eyebrows, 
and masses of soft, curling, powdered hair ; a lovely vis- 
ion, draped in the finest India muslin and lace, from 
which she turned to those aroimd, saying anxiously, "I 
do not see more change ihan proper feeling requires. 
I should not like to become withered and frightful just 
when one requires every assistance to keep up onels 
spirits. It would grieve my husband. Now the green 
ribbon, Michelle ; arrange it en aUentums marqi^es. Yes, 
my dear Gavamie, I shall certainly wear it ; you do not 
suppose that I shall allow a set of low-bred animals to 
dictate what I shall and shall not put on ? I cannot 
protest very loudly against this Eevolution, but I shall 
do so in my own way. It is a duty which the well-bom 
owe to themselves. You may go, Michelle. Fetch me 
my fan from my boudoir. And, Catherine, have you no 
news for me T' 

*' Only what the ladies know already, no doubt ; of the 
^e speech that M. le Capitaine made at the dub last 
night," said Oatherine, with a malicious glance at Mar- 
celle, for however Gavamie might school himself to seem 
but a friend, his mere intimacy with the Lestrelles gave 
rise to a hundred reports, and old Catherine, with whom 
he continued to increase in favour, thought to do him a 
good turn by exalting his eloquence* 
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"At the dub! Mj dear Qayamie, what is this? 
Yoa mix yourself up with that rabble I" 

" Because otherwise they would have it all their own 
way." 

" Oh, captain, I did hope you had given up those dem- 
ooratio views 1 It was all very well when they were as 
passports to the best salons ; I know it was so at one 
tune, but that is all gone by* How can you confound 
yourself with these clowns?" 

" ' Nul n'est vilain s'il ne vilaine," ' answered Gavamio, 
'and I belong to these downs ; you forget that I am of 
peasant birth : their hopes, their sufferings are mine." 

" Ah, bah ! Gavamie, how can you talk thus ? When 
my dear brother adopted you, he made you one of us. 
This is the strangest affectation. You have told me that 
none of your family now live, and surely your childhood 
was not so charming that you should recall it so obsti- 
nately." 

'' No, it was not exactly dmrming/'said Gtivamie, with 
a bitter smile. It was such a childhood as most peasants* 
children have — hard work, blows, more or less starva- 
tion, never enough food for allof us, till natural affec- 
tion was crushed out^ even from the mother's heart- 
Mine would have sold us all for a handful of silver, I 
think, and yet she had been a loving, tender woman 
once, more so than many a great lady. If there had 
been a ray of hope for our future, we might have borne 
it ; but peasants we were bom, and peasants we must 
have died, but for the chance that befel one of us." 
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" Tea, yes, it is easy to see M. le Capitaine knows what 
be is talking of," remarked Catherine, approvingly. 

*^ And you ask if I feel for the inferior classes 1" added 
Gavamie, with increasing animation. " Is it not mon- 
strous that a nation should say to a child who inherits 
a handfal of parchment^ * You shall be a bishop, a mar- 
shal, an ambassador, as you please,' while it r^ses 
everything to its other children f 

" But what do you mean ? You must own that this 
revolt", or rebellion, or revolution, or whatever you call 
it, is a horrible, sinfal, sacrilegious thing, Guvarnie ? 
You do not approve of that> I imagine V* 

"Yes, madame, I do," answered Gavamie, with such 
gravity as he rarely employed in addressing Mme. de 
Lestrelle ; but in fact he was speaking to Marcelle, in 
whose hazel eyes there was a dark flame, and while for 
an instant her mother sat breathless at his declaration, 
she said in unnaturally steady tones, ** Do you mean that 
you approve of what is now happening in France? 
That you side with wretches who have tortured and 
murdered the rulers set over them, and even ventured 
to insult their king ?" 

" You forget that I was educated in America, where 
we do not believe that kings are of such much holier 
day than the nations," answered Gavamie, all the 
more uncompromisingly that he felt this was a critical 
moment. 

" And you side with these Jacobins ? You are glad 
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of iheir success? Tou do not think it a little too 
dearly bought ?* 

*'li jon knew what I know, you would think no 
price too dear for the freedom that will be achieved. 
The innocent are suffering with the guilty. I deplore 
it, but they themselves, if they could but see far enough, 
would rejoice in their soffiarings for the sake of the gen- 
erations who will be bom to freedom of body and mind 
through them. Not only France, but all the world will 
share the benefit ; but do you think that the shackles 
of centuries can be broken without leaving bruises be- 
hind?" 

'' Icamiot argue with you, I do not wish to do so ; 
but it is a strange moment to hear such opinions pro- 
fessed under the roof of a De Lestrelle, when our king 
is in danger, and our holy religion threatened," said 
Marcelle, with white lips. 

"Oh, Gavamie, what would my brother say to such 
views f cried Mme. de Lestrelle, who had uttered in- 
numerable exclamations while the other two were speak- 
ing. 

"He would understand me ; he would sympathize 
with this cause," answered Gavamie, "however much 
he differed, and he would differ, madame, I know it 
But his wide mind, his love of man, would make him 
look on what is now passing in a way that would seem 
very strange, no doubt, to many of his order and his 
family." 
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''It is too Hkoljj He never did tai^e auytling as 
his family wished, and he has suffered for it all his Ufe ; 
but he is so excellent that one must pardon his mistakes." 

" Yes, comtesse, the world would be the better for a 
few more npdatakes hke his." 

" But what do we want rrforms for, Gavaamie ? We 
have done without them for a great many hundred 
years, and now your reformers seem to me the very 
ones who need to be reformed." 

" Farddeu /" said Cath^dne, who had followed the 
conversation .with great interest ; ''when every one 
sweeps his own steps, the street will soon be dean, but 
our gentlemen — ^I do not name any one — ^they ail occu- 
py themselves in sweeping the steps ^f others. It is 
well that Ijebrun is soon going to Paris." 

"To Paris? That xmgrateful f eUow ! "What is he to 
do at Paris?" 

" They say that our deputy, Laurent, is sick, and 
must return home, and if so, there is a talk of sending 
Lebrun to the Assembly — there are those who would 
willingly see him out of Ibarraye. Once in his fingers, 
and crack you go, like a nuti" 

" These then are the representatives of the new era, 
Lebrun and such as he," observed Marcelle. 

"Heavens! what is that noise?" interrupted Mme. 
de Lestrelle, hearing trampling steps and loud voices 
in the neighbouring room where M. de Lestrelle was. 
"GavamieT 
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He had gone even before she had appealed to him^ 
Maroelle as hastily, and Mme. de Lestrelle, too much 
frightened to stay behind, harried after them, accom- 
panied by Catherine, who was mattering, " Camiot this 
canaille let the old man die in peace ? Ah, Maitre Le- 
bran, thoa fox, this is some of thy renardde ; if I had 
thee in my kitchen, I would willingly act turnspit wert 
thou but roasting there I" 

They found M. de Lestrelle standing, trembling and 
inarticulate with agitation, while Lebrun and some of 
his allies were insolently questioning him. Lebrun still 
lame, and his face full of venomous hatred, was saying, 
as they entered, ^' In virtue of my power, I summon 
you to answer that question ; tell us your name and 
age, that it may be properly inscribed on my regis- 
ter." 

<< My age is not so great but that I can throw an in- 
solent varlet out of the window," answered M. de Les- 
trelle, finding speech at last ''You rascal, by what 
right do you question me ?" 

*'By an order which it is our dufy to execute. Tou 
nobles have no privileges now, that you should refuse to 
do what honester people submit to." 

" If the citizen objects, we shall have the pleasure of 
conducting him before the committee, and he can ap- 
peal as much as he pleases," said another, with a 
laugh. 

" Show me the order, then," broke in Gavamie, who 
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had aniicpated this ai;iack for some time, knowing the 
increasing power of Lebmn's faction. 

" How I you resist a written order ? You interfere to 
prevent its execution ? Take care, citizen ; your qual- 
ity of a stranger will not protect you." 

*'He is no stranger ; he is subject to the same lawsas 
an of us," cried Lebmn. '^He has acquired large 
estates in Gascony, and frequents aristocrats of the 
worst kind. Besides, he had a hand in the St Xist's 
escape." 

''True, true ; St Xist was seen to enter this house." 

" Where your own wife was at work all day," inter- 
posed Oatherine ; ''and as she gave no help to the 
patriots who were seeking him, and bought a new 
gown next day, it is probable that he b!ribed her to con- 
ceal him." 

Gkiyamie drew a breath of relief as the man growled 
out some answer, but seeing his comrades turn suspi- 
cious looks upon him became gloomily silent, perhaps 
conscious that the accusation was true ; and it was no 
time for Gktvamie to investigate. " You have no order," 
he repeated, convinced by the delay and bluster that 
this was the case. " The law does not allow domiciliary 
visits without one, and those who gratify private 
grudges under cover of law will find justice done, more 
thoroughly than they like." 

" Let the citizen explain why he went to Coblentz," 
repeated one of the men. 
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" I explain nothing to persons who baye no legal au- 
thority to enter my houfia If they have any, I will 
consent to anemeer." 

'* Oh, monsieor, why do yon not tell them that you 
only went to Paris? that you have bew nowhere since ? 
cried Mm& de Lesiarelle. *^ There are a hundred wit- 
nesses to prove it M. Fevxe kaxy9& it ; let us send for 
M. PeYre." 

*'If the notary will be caution for ibe oitken Le»- 
trelle, it is different^" said one of the men who had 
accompanied Lebrun. *^ We all know be is a good 
patriot^ 

'' Chreat ass I dost think that be would side with the 
aristocrats?" said Lebrun. ''Has he not said that if 
his son were an aristocrat be would condemn bim to 
death as the citizen Brutus did his because they accept- 
ed a marquisate ? Has he not said a hundred times 
that every one who has a title is a traitor to tbe coun- 
try?" 

'' That is true/' said the others, but with some hesiti^ 
tion, for tbe rectitude and democrat of the notary 
combined to make him just then so powerful that they 
feared they had made a mistake in iUegally annoying 
one who appealed to him. 

" We shall bum our fingers if we play cat's-paw to 
the monkey/' said one aside to another, glancing at 
Lebrun, whose face of disappointed malioe was iben 
remarkably like that of \hQ animal named. Gavamie 
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took prompt advantage of the hesitation apparent, and 
said peremptorily, " listen^ Maitre Lebrun, for it is to 
you only that I speak now ; here is the door, there is the 
window — choose by which you go, or you may fare 
worse than at Chateau Lestrelle, where you found that 
he who goes to shear may return shorn." 

He would not pronounce Bemadou's name for the 
sake of Marcelle, but the recollection of his ignominious 
adventure was enough for Lebrun, while it made the 
others laugh, for his being half killed by a cagot had 
delighted even his best allies. 

" Leave this room by which you please, only at once!" 
and GhLvamie's gesture was so threatening that Lebrun, 
looking round again for support, slunk out. " As for 
you, citizens, you acted under a mistake ; you imagined 
that Lebrun had proper power for this visit. You who 
undertake to execute the law would not be the first to 
break it." 

"No, no, the citizen is right," said one, while another 
added with brutal frankness, "And besides, the old man 
does not look able to run away ; we shall find him if 
we want him." 

" Unless he runs away into the grave," added a third. 
"Lebrun can go after him there if he chooses ;" and 
they withdrew laughing, while M. de Lestrelle sank 
back in his chair exhausted and painfully agitated, 
while his wife sobbed over him, and Marcelle clasped 
and kissed his trembling hands. Once during this scene 



Digitized by 



Google 



830 ON THE EDGE OT THE STORM. 

she had looked fall at GhiTamie ; since then she had 
avoided meeting his eye. He knew that this declara- 
tion had alienated her, perhaps for ever, and yet he had 
a fierce satisfaction in haying made it, even though it 
cost him the confiding friendship which she had learned 
to show him, and whose valae he held as priceless. 
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(OE a time there was a lull in the pressing dan- 
ger gathering round the Lestrelles. The gen- 
eral impression that their seigneur was dying 
roused all the kindly feelings yet remaining in Ibarraye 
towards him ; and as it would now have been impossi- 
ble for him to haye borne even a journey to Gavamie's 
estates in Gascony, all thoughts of leaving Ibarraye were 
abandoned, and the townspeople were satisfied by his 
remaining among them. But Lebrun was ever busy ex- 
citing the populace against the family whose servant he 
had once been, a fact that galled him continually, for it 
was continually thrown in his teeth by his enemies, and 
he had many, though he was becoming able to cow them 
alL His craving after the gold which he had once 
thought within his power still grasped him, and kept his 
brain at work spinning plans for discovering where it 
was, for he felt sure it was intended to be carried away, 
and used only in the last extremity, and the necessity of 
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being at hand to watch whatever might betray its wher- 
abouts deterred him from accepting the dignity of dep- 
uty. Catherine said truly that many would appoint 
him gladly, if thus they got rid of him out of the place. 
Such fatal policy was only too common, and thus a set 
of men got the reins of power who were of all others 
least fit to hold them ; men with nothing to lose and 
everything to gain by change, and many violent meas- 
ures were thus introduced which otherwise would never 
have passed. 

Gavamie vigilantly observed Lebrun, but an honest 
man is no match for an unscrupulous knava Occasion- 
ally he was forced to leave Ibarraye on business, but he 
did so most reluctantly, and hurried back foil of anxiety 
as to what had happened in his absence. It was gene- 
rally at M. de Lestrelle's wish that he made these jour- 
neys to Gascony, where his newly-acquired property 
was. M. de Lestrelle liked to hear descriptions of the 
chateau, and the hamlet which clustered beneath it ; 
and showed more interest in this subject than in any- 
thing else ; and Gavamie's own feelings had altered with 
regard to his position. He foresaw such changes as 
would raise up an aristocracy of new men like himself 
amongst whom he should not feel an interloper ; and 
that, by remaining as a landed proprietor in France, he 
could forward the reforms so near his heart : in short, 
though he continued as republican as ever, he had ao« 
quired some views of his new position. It was a new 
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experience for him ; coming so gradually that he hardly 
perceived the change. 

The interest that M. de Lestrelle took in the matter 
sometimes suggested to GhiTamie that he had seen his 
love for Marcelle, though no words had passed on the 
subject If Gayamie asked for her hand, low bom as 
he was, and shocked as Mme. de Lestrelle would infalli- 
bly be, M. de Lestrelle would probably give it without 
hesitation, and that not merely to secure a home in these 
wild times for his child, but from cordial love and liking, 
which overpowered his patrician regret for the want of 
birth in Gavarnie. 

But there was one obstacle which seemed insuperable, 
and that was the silent alienation of Marcelle ever since 
the moment when she perceived how far apart she and 
Gavarnie were in that political creed in which she 
thought religion itself was wrapped up. He could seize 
on nothing which afforded him any ground for asking 
an explanation, but there was a nameless difference 
which he keenly felt> and he could not guess the strug- 
gle in her heart, the bitter pain at learning how they 
differed, the longing to beUeve him right, and the fear 
lest in allowing herself to do so she should sin Agiainst 
her better knowledge. There was no one of whom* to 
ask counsel, even had her reserve let her do so ; father 
and mother were alike out of the question, and of spir- 
itual direction she had none. M. Bergerat would have 
given her no comfort had he been in Ibarraye, but the 
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clergy had long siBoe refused the oath to the constita-. 
tion almost unanimously, resigned their liyings, and 
gone forth to poverty. Their places were empty, or 
filled by those " intrus " whom the royalists and ortho- 
dox looked on as sacrilegious intruders. As yet low 
mass was allowed to be celebrated, xmder the rose as it 
were, by the dispossessed priests ; but M. Bergerat was 
a marked man, and though he was sometimes known to 
be in the neighbourhood, it was at the risk of life and 
liberty, for he was believed to be the soul of the royahst 
party, which seemed gathering courage in the district, 
and numbered both rich and poor in its ranks. 

Ghivamie was thinking over these things, and others 
which had occupied the last months, as the year went 
by with its momentous changes, when old Catherine 
appeared, carrying his coffee, which she always made and 
brought herself, choosing to wait on him as if he were 
still M. Luchon's tenant She shut the door, and said 
in a whisper, " Monsieur, when the badger is away, the 
fox creeps into his hole." 

"What! a new danger near?" asked Gavamie, under- 
standing her allusion to his intended absence. 

" Listen, monsieur. I was in my kitchen last evening ; 
I hear steps, trip, trip, trap. * Mile. Michelle V I say to 
myself, and I dose my eyes and snore like a sea-pig ; 
but I peep, and there she is, looking in at the door. 
Presently trip, trip, down stairs in the dark. I slip off 
fny sabots and follow. She goes into the oraugene, so 
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I find a comer as snug as a confessional, where I can 
hear. Z do hear, monsieur ; it is a kiss. Bon, I \y\\r\\ 
it takes two for that work. Some one speaks — ^it is that 
fox, Lebrun." 

"Ah I** said Gayamie, who had followed the old wo- 
man's dramatic recital with great attention. 

" They talk, and he asks if there is much money in 
the house. * Bah !' says she, * I shall not tell you.' Then 
he says, * Ma bdle, you will tell me what I ask, or I may 
tell what you will not like. Who unbolted the door of 
the western tower at Chateau Lestrelle the night it was 
burned? Who talked with Andre Pichou there for an 
hour? If that were known, it would be said that Mi- 
chelle Martin knew most about the fire.' Then my lady 
begins to cry, and protests she knew nothing of it, and 
that Andre is nothing to her, and she thinks there is no 
money in the house, and madame's diamonds are all 
gone ; she saw they had disappeared before the fire, but 
could never learn where. Lebrun says he must learn 
that somehow, and if she will find out, he will make her 
mistress of La Lanteme, but if not ... I know not 
what threats he used, but she cried again and promised 
only she believed they were burned." 

" What did he say to that ?" 

" He stamped and howled, monsieur, but then ho re- 
fused to believe it, and she said that the comtesse had 
asked Mme. de Fayolles one day, when she should have 
them back, but she only got some answer which told no- 



Digitized by 



Google 



ON THE EDGE OF THE STOBH. 

thing. ' It is all well,' said Maitre Jean on thai Yes^ 
jeSy monsieiir, jon may well be annoyed ; the comtesse 
can no more keep in a secret than a chimney its smoke, 
and just then I made some stir, and Lebrun asked what 
that was. Michelle said, rats, for no one was up but 
that old scare-crow Catherine, who was snoring overr 
head ; so I said to myself, if I am old, I am not deaf, 
and so they should find. Lebrun would sell his soul for 
money. He is a bete m^hante, monsieur. There is no- 
thing so bad as avarice." 

Gavamie smiled, for thrift, if not ayarice, was a marked 
characteristic of Catherine herself. 

" Yes yes, monsieur, did you never hear how Si Loup, 
travelling through France to see what the world was 
about, after he had been a hundred years in Paradise, 
entered a confessional ? Up comes a poor woman, little 
thinking who was there. She tells her troubles ; her 
husband spends his life in tavema * Be comforted, my 
daughter,' says the saint, *hard work vnll cure that.* 
So the same night her house was burned, but the hus- 
band was forced to work hard for a living, and that 
cured him. Another laments that hers gambles all day 
and aU night. The saint promises her help too, and 
that evening the man stakes his farm and loses, and 
now he too has to labour for his bread, and games no 
more. But one comes and says her heart is breaking 
because her husband is a miser, and would rather see 
her starve than pay for a loaf. * Alas,' says the s^int-^ 
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*for yon, my poor daughter, I can do nothing, for I 
know nothing to drive avarice out of men's hearts/ Sq 
monsieur sees I was right," concluded the old Beamaise, 
who was as sententious and fond of apologue as if she 
had been bom on the other side of the Pyrenees. 

" Lebrun meditates a new attack, then. But on what 
pretext?" said Gavamie, half to himsell 

"Pretext, monsieur! Does not monsieur know how 
the sick wolf vowed to eat no flesh from Septuagesima 
to Easter ? While in this good frame he met a &t sheep. 
* Heaven keep you, salmon,' said he. ' I am no salmon : 
look at my horns, seigneur woll' * I see no horns,' 
said the wolf, shutting his eyes; *to me you look like a 
salmon ; but if you are a sheep, mutton is less delicate 
meat than fish, and therefore I do not break my vow of 
abstinence in eating you.' Are pretexts ever wanting, 
monsieur 7" 

Gavamie foresaw new dangers. Full of thought^ he 
went to the apartment of M. de Lestrelle. Marcelle as 
usual was there, and turned to him with a scared, appeal- 
ing look, signing towards her father, who seemed asleep, 
and Gavamie's heart sank as he noticed a slight, but 
unmistakable change in the old man. He opened his 
eyes just then, and murmured, " If she would have con- 
sented — ^if she would have consented. His mother was 
my first love, Gavamie. I never told you why I gave 
up pubhc life, did I? I forgei I forget everything 
now." 
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He spoke dowly, wlOi feeble incoherence, but gathered 
animation as he proceeded. 

** Jnstioe was against them, and they knew it, bat be- 
canse I was the judge, they thought themselves sure of 
a &Tourable verdict Such was law then ! They let me 
understand that I should have her if I gave it for them. 
She was the brib& I had no choice but to decide against 
them, and they never forgave it. What a beautiful crea- 
ture she was T added the old man, looking up with 
brightening eyes. " Ah, weU — ^they gave her to Si Xist 
— a bad man, a bad man. I hope his son is not like 
him, for my daughter's sake." 

He had lapsed into wandering again, but he had said 
enough to explain his early disgust with public life, and 
his wish that the son of his old love should marry his 
daughter. '' I am so weary," he said presently. " I am 
always weary now," and he moved restlesdy, but soon 
fell again into the slumber of weakness. Gavamie and 
Marcelle exchanged looks ; she hastily turned away and 
stood at the window, stm^liag with tears. Gavamie 
came and stood by her, and suddenly she exclaimed, '* I 
know now how much he wished it — ^I have never given 
him any pleasure — only pain — only disappointment I I 
have been at home scarcely a year, and that was long 
enough to destroy his favourite plan. Oh, if I could 
but make him glad now, whatever it cost I" 

" At that price ?" said Gavamie in a low voice. 

" Do not ask ! After all, I do not mean what I say,** 
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she answered passionately, and the tears streamed down 
through her fingers. 

There was a moment's pause, before he said in rapid, 
tremulous accents, " There may be a way of making him 
glad — of making him feel that he could leave you with- 
out anxiety. I think — ^I believe that he would trust you 
to ma Oh I you need not start away; I know what you 
think of ma I am not asking you to do this for my 

sake, but his . No, no, why should I lie to you and 

myself? It is for my own sake, because I love you ; be- 
cause I have loved you when your doors would have 
been shut against me had any one guessed it — ^I did not 
guess it myself then, or I should never have entered 
them again. I loved you because I loved you ; I have 

no other explanation or excuse . Maicelle, give me 

my answer." 

She had started back, her hands clasped on her breast^ 
startled beyond words by what was so unprecedented an 
act as this, setting at nought all the formality, all the 
rules in which she had been trained up, even to the use 
of the Christian name, yet conscious of frightened joy 
that seemed almost guilty. Once she looked up, and 
reading more in the eyes that met hers than even in his 
vehement words, her own fell, and she coloured crim- 
son, and stood still and mute. " Is it too great a price ?" 
he asked, gathering hope from her hesitation. " No," 
she answered, and then disguising her agitation under 
playfulness, "But, M. le Capitaine, is it thus people 
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behaye in America? I assore yea it ifl unheard of in 
Prance.*' 

** Yon forgive then that I cannot take the royalisi 
part joa wonld have me ¥' he asked, too much moved 
to respond in the same tone. 

All her sportiveness yanished in a moment, and the 
hazel eyes, which he thought 'sweetest eyes that e'er 
were seen,' sank, but she answered with an effort^ ''I 
cannot judge of thai To me it seems all wrong, but 
I know that I see only a very little way, and you are on 
the side that used to be oppressed." 

It was not the warm sympathy of former iames ; pub- 
lic discord embittered even this moment, so essentially 
private, and which should haye held only unmixed feli- 
city, but Gavamie had obtained more than he had 
hoped, and appreciated the candid spirit which could 
believe in truth and justice even where they appeared 
as enemies. Just then M. de Lestrelle moved again, 
and both hastened to his side, afndd that the wakings 
might be followed by some painful sign of new weak- 
nes& His lips were moving in *'J!aeasured rhythm, and 
as he opened his eyes he smiled, and said more clearly 
than before, " Children, are you there ? I have had a 
strange dream. I fancied I was in the labyrinth at 

Versailles, where the statues of ^sop's fables stand ** 

He seemed to lose the thread of his recollections and hea- 
itated, resuming abruptly with a quatrain engraved at 
the foot of one of the groups to which he had alluded : 



Digitized by 



Google 



A BAT OF SUNSHINE. 341 

La Grae interrogeait le Oygne, dont le chant 
Bien plus qa'k Torclinaire ^tait doux et toacbant ; 
«* Quelle bonne nouvelle avez-vous done re9ue ?" 
" C'est que je vais mourir," dit le Cygne ^ la Grae. 

" But the swan had no nest left unguarded," he add* 
ed, with a deep sigh. 

"Dear sir, am I not here?" said Gayamie soothingly. 

"Yes, yes, that is my only comfort. I sometimes 
think that if I were gone it would be better for you all. 
I am only an hindrance to you. "While I live you must 
all stay here, but if I were gone you would take them 
to Gbscony, Gktvamie ? You will protect them ?" 

" With my life," said Gavamie, taking the hand of 
Marcella "Will you give me the right to do so, M. le 
comte?" He looked at Marcelle, who was very pale, 
but did not withdraw her hand, and a light of satisfac- 
tion kindled in M. de Lestrelle's face as his eyes turned 
from one to the other. 

" Ah, is it so, my children? That is well ; it is all 
well now," he repeated several times, and kissed and 
blessed Marcelle, when she pressed her lips on his hand. 
He seemed to want nothing more, and asked no ques- 
tions, only looking at her with serene pleasure, as if all 
anxiety were taken from his mind. Oavarnie had be- 
come very dear to him, and he fancied the safety of 
both wife and daughter secured by the betrothal of 
Marcelle to so popular a man. 
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Maroelle needed his entire satisfactian to compensate 
for the uncontrollable distress and astonishment of her 
mother, who had never contemplated the possibility of 
a mesalliance, and in spite of her affection for Gayamie, 
was scandalized beyond description, knowing that her 
own caste would think the scaffold preferable to such a 
step, and that the predictions of Mma de Si Xistwere 
more than justified. 

Happily Gavamie was not sensitiYe on this point, and 
least of all would hare taken to heart anything said or 
done by Mme. de Lestrelle. But her view of the matter 
had some ill effects. She interfered with the freedom 
that had hitherto reigned in his intercourse with Mar- 
celle, and brought in an atmosphere of constraint 
which . influenced both, invariably calling Marcelle by 
her title when speaking of her to him, as if, though un- 
consciously, emphasizing her rank, instead of using the 
Christian name. Sometimes the betrothed pair felt 
strangely and painfully separated. And Marcelle did 
not know how uncertain Gavamie was, whether beyond 
esteem and confidence he had any share in her heart 

Her life was concentrated in her father's sick room, 
for though the wavering flame of life had steadied a 
little under the influence of what gladdened and relieved 
him so much, it was but a reprieve. He asked for no 
public news now, but dwelt often and cheerfully on his 
long, peaceful life, sometimes showing vivid and curious 
recollections of things long past It was inexpressibly 
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sweet to Marcelle to see the serene peace of his last 
days, but she never lost the feeling that each hour 
brought the end more and more near, whUe Mme. de 
Lestrelle, though at first sad and frightened, had 
grown used to his fading health, and had lost the idea 
that each step, however gradual, was downward, and 
she spent much of her time beside him, enlivening him 
by her mere presence, and by her want of perception 
that the end was near sparing him grief which would 
have greatly distressed him. To the last he kept his 
fond, half-paternal affection for her, and showed his 
old anxiety that Gbbrielle, as he had always called her, 
avoiding the ceremonious title of comtesse, should be 
spared distress or care. 
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STRI11B AND PEACE* 

;ME. DE LESTRELLE could not keep her 
distress at her daughter's engagement to 
herself ; and while greatly afraid lest her 
friends and relations should hear of it, reheved her feel- 
ings by lamenting over it to all her correspondents. The 
consequence was, that though letters came few and far 
between at this time, her elder brother, Gavamie's ene- 
my, soon learned it, and called a family council of De 
Lestrelles and De Champforts, at which all pohtical dis- 
sensions were waived for the time, in the imperative ne- 
cessity of preventing this mesaUiance. As he, the head 
of the De Champforts, was too much involved in Orlean- 
ist troubles to leave Paris, and the brother of M. de Les- 
trelle had emigrated, a Chevalier de Lestrelle was depu- 
ted to hasten to Ibarraye, combining a political mission 
with his immediate object : rallying the royalists of 
Beam, and reporting on the state of public feeling in 
the province. This secret mission was concealed by the 
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avowed end of putting a stop to the marriage of Mar- 
celle, and in the event of M. de Lestrelle's death, bring- 
ing her and her mother back at once to Paris, to place 
them in the hands of their relations there. 

Mme. de Lestrelle was as much startled by a hint of 
this project, as if she herself had not been the cause of 
it. She did not resent, like Marcelle, that while the two 
&milies should, until now, have been so much absorbed 
in their own rising or falling fortunes that her danger 
was quite indifferent to them, all should combine at the 
first hint of a mesalliance. This seemed perfectly natu- 
ral to her ; but she dreaded so much again falling under 
her mother's tutelage, that to escape this danger she 
would even have promoted Gavamie's marriage with 
Marcelle. She could not forgive her own short-sighted- 
ness. Marcelle braced herself up for resistance ; and 
Gavamie, with the instinct of combat waking up fierce- 
ly within him, smiled to himself in scorn at the idea of 
aU the De Champforts and De Lestrelles together being 
able to wrest his bride from him. 

The chief desire of all the three was to keep this new 
combination from M. de Lestrelle ; and they framed a 
hundred schemes to spare him the knowledge of it, 
though with Httle hope of success, since they were but too 
well aware how Httle feeling or forbearance they had to 
expect from an emissary of the Marquis de Ghampfort's. 
But when the chevalier came, he found them protected 
by an all-absorbing anxiety, which made his arguments 
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fall as f aintlj on their ears as if they were within that 
other world where M. de Lestrelle had almost entered. 
The cheTalier thought the ebbing life of an old man 
quite unimportant, compared with what touched the 
honour of two noble &milies ; but worldly considecations 
seemed very far away even from Mme. de Lestrelle at 
that moment, and the world's judgment of very little 
weight ; and he was obliged to delay his intended quar- 
rel with GaTamie, and reserve his arguments until Mme. 
de Lestrelle— -he counted Maroelle for nothing — could 
listen more attentiyely. Meanwhile, he carried out the 
other part of his mission — ^that of encouraging the roy- 
alists of the neighbourhood — ^so actively, that the mine, 
long prepared by M. Bergerat, exploded, a little to soon, 
however : and in the course of a day, which dawned as 
calmly as any other, a civil war broke out in Ibarraya 
No one knew how the plans of the royalists were be- 
trayed, but as if at a given signal the hurried notes of 
the tocsin rang out : the streets were filled with a tu- 
multuous mob, attacking and attacked, while none knew 
who began the fray, or what its immediate cause was. 
It seemed as if every private grudge, all the traditional 
hatred of Catholic and Protestant, and the later, but 
even hotter aversion of democrat and royalist, had all 
at once been let loose ; rich and poor, soldiers and civil- 
ians, men and women, rushed out pelfmell, and fought 
in confused masses at every comer ; volleys of fire-arms 
sent the window panes rattling; a drum beat on the 
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Place, where the battle raged round the Hotel de Villa 
Wounded men lay moaning on the ground, trampled 
on by enemies and comrades alike ; here and there some 
one boldly opened a door and dragged in one of the fal- 
len ; uproar, pillage, massacre, reign^ for &ve or six 
hours, and then the town lapsed into such sullen in- 
actiyity that but for the crimson rivulets which filtered 
through the mud of the trampled streets, the bullet 
marks on the walls, and the shattered windows, the 
whole afiray might have seemed a dream* 

France was comparatiTely quiet at this time, though 
the dubs were rising to the height of their terrible pow- 
er, but scenes like these, and worse, as at Montauban 
and Nimes, took place here and there, when the intense 
hatred of the two parties in the kingdom would sudden- 
ly burst out The royalists, divided against themselves, 
invariably failed, and only weakened their cause and 
deepened the popular detestation. At Ibarraye the 
failure had been signal, and the Chevalier de Lestrelle 
had fled, being so identified with the outbreak that he 
left every one connected with him in the utmost perO. 

While the town was re-echoing with the tumult, and 
Gavamie could not snatch a moment to linger by the 
bed of the friend whom he loved as a &ther, M. de Les- 
trelle's life was quietly ebbing oui His wife, drowned 
in tears, sat near ; Marcelle stood by his side, steadying 
her quivering voice to utter the prayers which there was 
no minister of religion to repeat, and Veronique Chres^ 
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tiaa knelt with wide-open, awe-strack eye, at the foot of 
the bed. 

So little had the emente been anticipated that she had 
come into Ibarraye in the morning to inquire after M. 
de LestreUe's health, and remarked no sign of anything 
unusual ; yet, before she could leave the house, the gates 
of the town were dosed, and the streets impassabla 
She had remained, and thus was present at the last mo- 
ments of her bene&ctor. 

The perfect calm of the sick room^ unbroken except 
by the tears of Mme. de Lestrelle, contrasted strangely 
with the wild uproar in the streets and in the court of 
the house, into which the combatants had forced their 
way and were fighting under the windows of the dying 
man ; but he had passed beyond noticing what was hap- 
pening, though not beyond recognising those dear to 
him. The tender, loving nature outlived all distinct 
consciousness ; he never heard the sharp volleys of shot 
which made his attendants start and shrink amid their 
grief, and tore the thoughts of Marcelle to Gavamie out 
in the tumult, but he smiled fondly as she laid her cheek 
against his, and she heard him whisper, as if to himself, 
"Here rests, — that is all that even Bossuet needed, — 
Here rests." His thoughts seemed to have gone to the 
tomb at Meaux, where the great orator lies, "What can 
any one want more ? All eternity to rest in I" 

Mme. de Lestrelle sobbed aloud, and Veronique 
watched with awe and wonder the pale self-restraint of 
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Marcelle, who was inwardly repeating again and again, 
" By-and-bye ; it will be time enough to grieve by-and- 
bye. I must not distress him now." 

" Are you all here ?" 

"Yes, dear father." 

He seemed satisfied ; Yeronique kissed his hand, 
. lying languidly on the bed. He asked who was there, 
and when Marcelle told him, said, " Poor Veronique ; 
you must take care of her." After a while he spoke 
again, in the whisper of exceeding weakness : " What 
time is it ?" 

" Afternoon." 

" I thought it was morning," he answered. 

It truly was the morning for him, on whom the 
brightness of eyerlasting day was dawning. He did 
not speak again, but lay as quiet as a sleeping child. 
The tocsin ceased to sound as suddenly as it had begun, 
and all the sounds of tumult grew fainter until they 
ceased, except that now and then there was a distant 
shot, followed by a long murmur and a silence, but the 
watchers round the death-bed scarcely perceived the 
change. On the balcony overhead old Catherine had 
come out with a neighbour who had hurried in, early 
in the day, for society and protection. They were look- 
ing up and down the street, and discussing the 
events of the day. 

" That is Balais' dog," said Catherine, as a dog ap- 
peared in the street below, apparently seeking some one ; 
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sniffed at the crimsoned mud, and lifted its head "with 
a long howl ; ^ he has missed his master." 

'' Perrigou and Balais are both killed^" said a friend. 
^'Balais was shot down before Mere Julienne's door, 
and she opened it and dragged him in, tihinlring it was 
her nephew ; but when she saw it was Balais she just 
threw him ont again." 

*'If the Abbe Bergerat shot him, as Matignonsays^it 
is only a rogue the less in the town," observed Catherine. 

** Blessed saints 1 did the abbe shoot him? A priest ! 
But M. Bergerat would do as much as that any day." 

"Well, he was the soul of the fray, if he did not 
carry arms. He has a charmed life, that priesti He 
goes and comes just when no one expects him ; they 
say he is at Turin with the emigrants, and behold, he is 
shriying a penitent in the very town here I And do 
what they will, they cannot get hold of him. He is too 
strict for one, while one lives, but I should like to have 
him on my death-bed" 

" He and the other priests will have to keep pretty 
dose after this." 

''Yes, yes, and so wiU that Ohevalier de Lestrelle» 
confound the rascal I It will be a black time for the 
poor innocents in the rooms below, who have no more 
to do with this business than light with darkness. The 
old man is worse to-day, and they have neither priest 
nor doctor." 

** The doctors have their hands full this afternoon ; it 



Digitized by 



Google 



/ 

» 



STBIFE AND PEACE. 351 

is they who are lucky at these times. ' Your seigneur 
will have to pay his cousin's debt, dame Catherine I'' 

" It is a sin and a shame to harm so good a sei- 
gneur!" burst out Catherine, vehemently. "Always a 
cow for a poor widow ; always leave to pick up wood 
in his forest. He is no St Xist, no V* 

"But aJl the same he wants to emigrate,' and take 
his money from u&" 

"No, no ; from M. Luchon to old Sanagrou the blind 
beggar, we will all keep him. M. Gavamie says that 
if we love him, we shall let him go to a safer place, but 
one must think a little of oneseU." 

" Your M. Gavarnie is no better than an aristocrat at 
heart ; he is to marry the young demoiselle, and he has 
acquired property enough to enrich all Ibarraye," said 
the other sharply. Catherine replied with an asperity 
which caused a war of words that penetrated through 
the open windows of M. de Lestrelle's room. Veroni- 
que was hastily rising to shut it, when a gesture from 
Maroelle made her start forward ; Mme. de Lestrelle at 
the same time uttered a cry which startled the two 
women on the balcony, and Catherine hurried down to 
learn the cause. She found the mother and daughter 
clasped weeping in each other's arms, while the cagote 
folded and embraced the dead hands of the friend whom 
she and her brother had so faithfully loved. 

"Holy Virgin I he has died without a priest^" ex- 
claimed Catherine. 
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** He does not need any one to show him the way tc 
Paradise/' answered Veronique. "Ah, my dear de- 
moiselle, do not grieve too much ; take comfort, Ma- 
dajne la Comtesse, he served a good paymaster ; God 
knows His own servants, and he never strikes with both 
hands ; he will certainly send back M. Gavarnie safe 
to-day.** 

MarceUe raised her face, and holding out her hands 
to the girl whose turn had now come to act comforter, 
said, " I am glad yon were here, Yeroniqne. My dear 
father and Bemadou are together now. Dear mother, 
nothing can grieve or hurt him again ; nothing — ^noth- 
ing," she repeated, dwelling on the words in a way that 
showed how great her dread for him had been. 

"But who will take care of us now, my child?" 
sobbed Mme. de LestreUe. " Ton see even Gavarnie 
has left us." 

" Listen, madame," said Veronique, for at that in- 
stant Gavamie's step was heard, hurried, but subdued 
by the fear of disturbing him whose ear had become 
deaf to all earthly sounds ; and the next instant he 
stood in the doorway, weary, blackened with smoke and 
powder, and drops of blood trickling from an unnoticed 
sword-scratch, and instead of the gentle smile of plea- 
sure with which M. de Lestrelle always received him, he 
saw the tranquil dead, and the helpless women who 
had now no one to lean on^but himself. 
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■"ME. LA COMTESSE deeps,'* whispered 
Veronique : "dear madame, will you not 
rest also ?" But as Marcelle softly with- 
drew her hand, Mme. de Lestrelle roused 
up, and with a fresh burst of grief, exclaimed, " Alas ! 
do you think I have courage to sleep at such a moment ? 
There are a thousand things to consider. Michelle, you 
know what I must have ; go at once to Foucault's magor 
dn and procure whatever I and my daughter require 
until we can send to Paris." 

*" Ma foiy madame, all the shops are shut to-day, and 
half their owners killed ; and besides it would not be 
too safe for any of your household to be seen abroad ; 
M. le Chevalier has made such a pretty piece of work, 
that all our lives are in danger ; and if M. le Comte were 
not dead, he would be at this moment in prison." 

"Michelle! how dare you say such barbarous things? 
Is it true, Marcelle, my child? Where is Gavamie? CaiH 



Digitized by 



Google 



864 ON THE EDGE OF THE 8T0BM. 

him ; I must see him immediately. He mui^ take us at 
onoe to GhusooHy ; I never can nnderstand why we did 
ndt go months ago. Did I not hear him say this even- 
ing that he was preparing all for onr instant departure ? 
Ah, yes, but then I could not think of anything but our 
grief — ^it seemed too cruel to be forced to turn from it 
at such a moment : but he is right, there is no safely for 
us here now ; tell him I am ready to go." 

Marcelle could not arrest the incautious speech, and 
she was forced in answer to a new demand whether Ga- 
vamie did not wish them to leave Ibarraye immediately, 
to answer in the affirmative. 

" You are going away, madame I" said Veronique, and 
her blue eyes filled with tears. 

**Come, too,** said Marcelle softly, and the girl's face 
lighted up as it had not done since Bemadou's death, 
but she answered sadly, "Bemadou would not like ii'* 
Marcelle felt almost too weary to make the effort of per- 
suading her, yet she roused herself to do so. At this 
moment she only felt a dull, stunned heart-ache. The 
world seemed suddenly to have grown very empty, but 
the keenness of her grief was yet to come. 

Michelle had begun to collect articles of dothing. 
^ If Mme. la Oomtesse is going so soon, we shall want 
many things at once," she observed. " I wiH go imme- 
diately \o Foucault's." 

"The shop is shut, mam'selle,'* said Veronique. 

"Madame need not think of anything," continued 
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Michelle, mihout deigning to notice that the cagote had 
spoken. " I will procure it all, but I must be absent 
some time.'* 

"My mother does not wish you to go, since it is so 
dangerous," observed Marcelle, who shared Gtavamie's 
dislike to the girl, and mistrusted this sudden change. 
" She may want you here," 

"The cagote can stay, since madame likes such crea- 
tures," answered Michelle, with impertinence which was 
a sort of shock to Marcelle, though the manners of the 
soubrette had long shown the influence of the times. 
"If Mme. la Oomtesse is to have any mourning, I must 
go out at once." 

Marcelle would not contest a point in which she fore- 
saw defeat, as her mother did not support her. She ex- 
changed looks with Veronique, as Michelle left the room, 
and each knew that the other shared her suspicions. 

" Veronique, my child, find M. Gbvamie, and tell him 
I must £fpeak to him," she said, as soon as Michelle was 
gone, and Veronique hastened in search of him. He 
was not in his rooms, and she feared that he had gone 
out into the town, and would lose this opportunity of 
seeing Marcelle free from Michelle's spying. She would 
have asked news of him from Catherine, whom she saw 
in her kitchen, muttering and shaking her head oyer a 
pack of cards from which she seemed drawing the gloom- 
iest predictions ; but being tolerably sure that Catherine 
would not condescend to give any information to a ca- 
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gote, she passed on, preferring to trust to her own inge- 
unify. As she reached the court, she saw Gavamie and 
M. Luchon talking together at the door of a large room 
used to keep wood and stores in. 

Gayamie had had little time to mourn over the good 
old man whom he loved. So great was the popular ir- 
ritation against the LestreUes that he dreaded lest any 
moment they might fall victims to a sudden outbreak 
of it. life and property had been destroyed in the late 
fray. Mothers mourning over dead sons, wives over 
husbands, accused the LestreUes as the cause of the tu- 
mult, and threatened to take life for life. The dema- 
gogues of the town were clamouring for revenge on the 
clergy and aristocrats. As Gavamie passed the room 
where the club assembled, he saw no less than four ora- 
tors on the table, all discoursiag at once to different 
groups of listeners, and all on the same text. He, too, 
notwithstanding his former popularity, found himself 
involved in the danger, and the notary, M. Fevre, an 
honest man, who believed in Gavamie's patriotism, 
warned him, if he valued his life, to leave Ibarraye at 
once, and not venture to his estate in Gascony, as emis- 
saries from Ibarraye would not fail to make it equally 
unsafe there. He had heard and seen enough that day 
to recognize the imminent danger, especially with such 
an enemy as Jean Lebrhn at hand to inflame the popu- 
lace, and knew that Maitre Fevre's advice to be gone, 
and leave no trace of his path, was all that remained for 
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}um and those in his charge, even though M. de Les- 
trelle had not been dead a day, and yet lay unboiied. 

He had been seeking M. Luchon everywhere in vain, 
and had met him by accident at last, as he came out of 
the lumber-room, where he had just emerged from a 
wood-stack, in the midst of which he had spent the 
day, from the moment when the uproar began until 
long after it ceased. A cock and his hens had as usual 
gone to roost on it, and now flew up, cackling and 
screaming as he came forth, startling him so much that 
he was retreating to his hiding-place again, but hearing 
Gavarnie's voice he ventured out, and assuming an 
eager air, exclaimed, " Ah, M. le Capitaine ! let me em- 
brace you I what a glorious day ! Vive la nation / is it 
not so ? What a day we have had I But — ^but — ^who 
had the upper hand ?" 

"We had," answered Gavarnie. "There is no time 
to talk of that." 

"But, dear sir, listen," interrupted the Httle man, 
anxiously. "Tou will not tell our patriots that you 
saw me here ? I have le cceur martid — allez, but as a 
good citizen I must take care of my life ; it belongs to 
the state, monsieur." 

" Monsieur," said Gavarnie, cutting short his anxious 
explanation, " M. de Lestrelle is dead ; his family must 
leave Ibarraye before to-morrow, and I must have a 
passport for them and myself, signed by you and Mai* 
tre Fevre and the other authorities." 
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*'HowI the ootint deadT said M. Lnchon, witli gen- 
uine regret ''Sach a good, just seigneur I When I 
went to the chateau, and saw him pacing up and down 
the terrace looking down, full of thought, I used to say 
to myself : " He is thinking of some kindness, some 
good deed to do. And now there is only the cagote 
who knows how to make my dyes 1 It is terrible 1" 

Gayamie had been touched by the unexpected tribute 
to M. de Lestrelle ; but the last words reminded him of 
his immediate business, and he repeated his desire to 
haye a passport at once. 

" That is dijBicult, very difficult, dear sir. The peo- 
ple do not like this family to go. Maatre Fevre will do 
nothing for aristocrats." 

'' He will fflgn. He does not think it will advance the 
cause of the nation to detain two helpless women." 

" But Lebrun, monsieur ? Lebrun I" 

" It is enough, if in his absence his colleagues sign. 
He, hke yourself, is away to-day." 

"Ehr said M. Luchon, reheved to hear of a com- 
panion m absence. "WeU, monsieur, you know I 
would do anythiog in the world to assist you and the 
family of our count, but " 

" Listen, monsieur," interrupted Veronique, who had 
stood by unnoticed. "If you get this passport, I Will 
tell you the secret of the dyes : otherwise, I will never 
sell you another packet ; and I will tell your rival, M. 
Ducheue, how they are made." 
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On this, the little man stamped about and pnUed his 
hair, in a &enzy of excitement, beseeching Yeronique 
to name some other recompense, while she stood to her 
point : and Qavamie, though burning with impatience, 
was forced to wait till the bargain was struck At last 
M. Luchon hurried off to get the passport drawn out : 
meditating much how to laj the responsibility on Mai- 
tre Fevre, and shield himself. 

"But you have given away your livelihood, Yeroni- 
que I" said Gavamie. 

" I can yet live, monsieur : I have my goats and 
fowls," she answered simply. ** It was M. le Comte who 
taught me the secret, and his family have a right to it" 

In their hurried interview, Gavamie told Marcelle 
what had taken place, and that the passport was to be 
for Spain, the nearest place of refuge. 

"To-morrow, at dawn I" she repeated. "But 1" 

He knew she was thinking of her father's burial, and 
it was a matter that filled his thoughts also. At such a 
moment they dared not venture on any ceremony that 
could attract attention ; the Ibarrois were so highly in- 
censed against the priests that it would have been the 
extreme of rashness to send for one ; besides, all be- 
longing to the neighbourhood were in hiding, even the 
constitutional priests, whom orthodox persons looked 
on as worse than none. He promised to let her know 
what he had decided when he returned from Chateau 
Lestrelle ; he was going to fetch the money so long 
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safely hidden in the western tower. The town gates 
were dosed, and it was doubtful if he would be allowed 
to pass them ; but to one so light and sure of foot and 
hand, there was little diMculty in climbing the old 
walls, at a lonely place where a tree grew out of a deep 
crack. In less time than Marcelle had dared to hope, 
he was back, but Michelle had also returned, and he 
could only say in English that he had secured the 
money, and certain valuable papers, unseen except by a 
very unexpected occupant of the tower. M. Bergerat 
had made it his refuge for some time, unsuspected, 
while the democratic party sought him far and wide. 
On hearing of M. de Lestrelle's death, he declared he 
would be present at the sad and hurried burial, in the 
garden behind the house, for M. de Lestrelle could not 
be laid in consecrated ground, so dangerous would it 
have been in any way to have brought his name before 
the popular notice. Gavarnie of course was aware of 
the risk run by the Abbe Bergerat in venturing into the 
town, however well disguised, but that was a considera- 
tion to which the priest was perfectly indifferent He 
knew, too, how greatly it would add to the danger of 
the Lestrelles were they discovered in communication 
with the fanatic royalist, yet how reject the only thing 
which could hallow this mournful funeral? And he 
knew that to have the last rites duly paid would be the 
greatest comfort to Marcelle. He looked very anxiously 
at her white weary face, but he could not bid her rest,. 
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for all the remainder of the night most be spent in 
hasty preparations for that departure which he hoped 
would take place while Ibarraye was buried in sleep. 
The town was very far from sleep as yet ; it seemed to 
have roused up into new activity with nightfall ; bands 
of armed men marched singing patriotic songs through 
the streets, and stopped to shout threats under the Les- 
trelle windows, and a deputation had been sent to as- 
certain whether M. de Lestrelle were really dead, who 
would not be satisfied until they had been shown into 1 

the room where he lay safe from their menaces and in- 
sults. Gbvamie waited in the utmost anxiety for the j 
passport, which at last was brought him by Luchon, [ 
smiling and rubbing his hands joyously. j 

" Now, monsieur, now let me have my secret. Where \ 

is the girl ? I must have her swear on the Gospel that 
she is keeping nothing back. Is she with the ladies, M. 
le Capitaine ?" 

" "What is this ?" exclaimed Gavamie, seeing the name i 

of Lebrun on the passport 

"Ah, ah, monsieur I that surprises you? Our good 
Jean — ^Brutus, I mean — as he chooses to be called, Bru- 
tus Lebrun — ^is returned ; he came in while I was with 
Maitre Fevre, and made no difficulty whatever ; you see 
his name below mine." ^ 

" Yes," said Gavamie, meditatively, while M. Luchon 
joyously continued, " That is the good of having a pretty 
soubrette, eh ! eh ! As I went by his house I saw MULe* 
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Michelle come out, Lebran appeared directly after- 
wards at the notary's. All is smooth now, M. le Capi- 
taine/' 

<< Too smooth/' thought Gayaniie, and he went to con- 
salt Marcelle, bat that was impossible with Mme. de 
Lestrelle reqairing her whole attention, and Michelle's 
diarp eyes watdiing. He called Yeroniqae nnd^ the 
pretext that M. Lodion wanted her, and, knowing her 
ready wit, told her what he had jnst heard. 

" If he lets you all go, it is that he has some motive,'* 
said sha " Tiem! I see. He says to himself, * They 
will take their gold with them ; thus I shall have it an- 
der my hand. I have only to stop them en route as em- 
igrants or aristocrats.' He has reasoned ihxiB, mon- 
sieur." 

" Yon have divined it," said Gkyamie, as he stood 
considering, while every instant the situation seemed 
more desperate. 

" Monsieur, do you know what I would do ? I would 
feign to depart, and stop on the way, and take the la- 
dies to some hiding place." 

" But where, my poor child ?" 

" If monsieur could get rid of the servants, especially 
Mile. Michelle, and bring the ladies to my house ; no 
one ever comes there ; no one would suspect they were 
so near ; they might remsdn until things were quieter, 
or even cross by the pass of Les Quatre Vents into 
Spain. I know a smuggler who can be trusted to show 
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the way, only it is dangeroas ; but I think a mule can 
go over all but the worst part." 

Gavamie seized on the plan as a drowning man on a 
plank unexpectedly thrown to him. He bade Veroni- 
que return home as soon and as quietly as she could, 
and continued his preparations as if for a long journey. 
Two carriages were to be in waiting at daybreak, one of 
which, filled with servants and packages, was to be sent 
off earlier than the other, with orders to prepare every- 
thing at the hotel where the travellers were to pass the 
night. So far M. Fevre had answered for their safety, 
and Gavamie knew that it was not till then that Lebrun 
would attempt to arrest them. Most of the attendants 
were thus disposed of. Mme. de Lestrelle, Marcelle, 
Gavamie, and Michelle were to occupy the other car- 
riage ; he would have given much to leave the soubrette 
behind, but Mme. de Lestrelle had never entertained 
the idea that she could possibly travel without her 
maid ; and as to convincing her of Michelle's treach- 
ery, for that there was neither time nor opportunity. 
Michelle spared them all trouble, however, for she had 
no wish to share in such a return as she suspected was 
in store for the travellers, and threw her mistress into 
the utmost consternation by announcing that she meant 
to remain in Ibarraye. Marcelle drew a long breath of 
relief though as yet Gtivamie had been unable to tell 
her his plan, only contriving to bid her take unper- 
ceivod the peasant costumes which she and her mother 
had worn at the presbytere after the fire. 
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She knew the hour fixed for her father's funeraL He 
was laid in the grave at midnight ; there was no moon« 
but the stars were bright, and the sky rippled with 
white clouds. The sound of the gave alone nungled 
with the sighing night breeze. All was serene and 
still, as befitted the burial of the gentle old man. Not 
till those who had dug his grave had laid him in it and 
departed, and Cktvamie stood there alone, oould M. 
Bergerat appear, and at the same moment Marcelle 
glided out of the shade and stood by Gavamie to hear 
the last prayers said over her Either. She shed no 
tears, but gazed wistfully at the grave, thinking, "So 
near this morning — only this morning — and now here I 
and thus 1'* 

Very different was this hurried stealthy burial of 
Armand de Momay, Count de Lestrelle, from the stately 
ceremonies with which his ancestors had been laid ia 
their graves ; it brought home to Marcelle, more than 
anything had yet done, in what troubled times her lot 
was cast, and aroused anew the feeling of thankfulness 
that he who would have suffered so keenly in battling 
with them, was safe and at rest. Nor was his grave 
unblessed. The priest's voice reached her ear : " Deus 
cujus miseratione animae fidelium requiescunt> hunc 
tumulum benedicere dignare, eique angelum tuum sano- 
tum deputa custodem."* Her tears fell softly now ; they 

♦ "O God, by whose compasBion the souls of the &lthM find rest, voucbi 
eafo to bless this grave, and assign thereto Thy holy angel as a guard." 
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were the first she had shed since she watched by the 
dying bed, longing to hear again the dear voice which 
could no longer speak to her, and she turned gratefully 
to M. Bergerat, as at the end of the hurried service he 
addressed a few words of consolation to her. " I thank 
you, father ; we owe you much for coming here." 

"I had no choice ; it was my duty," answered the 
priest, rejecting the impHed praise in his old austere 
way. 

" Father, M. Gavamie teUs me you have taken refuge 
in the western tower. Bemember that Jean Lebruu 
may visit it again if he fancies treasure may be hidden 
there." 

" Good, my daughter. I shall know how to deal with 
him if he comes. Heaven keep you." 

The tall dark figure glided away like a shadow, while 
they neither knew how he had come or whither he was 
going. 

Gavamie and Marcelle lingered a little longer. A 
shooting star passed across the sky and was lost in tho 
rippled cloudlets as Marcelle knelt by the grave, aad 
both thought of the popular behef that such a meteor 
indicates that a soul is leaving the earth, and again the 
thought occurred with a kind of gladness tliat the old 
man whom they mourned was as far out of the reach of 
his enemies as that star whose luminous trail had \\xsi 
disappeared. Marcelle rose up full of the thought, and 
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pat her hand into QnTamie's mth a sQent trust that 
touched him to the hearty and made him feel that had 
she been bat a stranger instead of his promised 'wife he 
would haye risked everything to defend her. 
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■HE day had hardly dawned when Oayamie 
summoned Mme. de Lestrelle and Marcelle to 
the carriage waiting for them. A rumour had 
got abroad of their departure, and a crowd was gather- 
ing about the carriage, with threatening faces, and in- 
sults that made his blood boil all the more that he was 
obliged to ignore them. Maitre Fevre was standing by, 
and it was thanks to him that they were able to drive 
off without worse treatment. The notary had been op- 
posed to M. de Lestrelle as an aristocrat, but honoured 
him so much as a man that he voluntarily stepped for- 
ward to protect his widow and child. The sound of the 
carriage wheels roused a sleeper here and there, but the 
hour was too early for many to be astir, and it passed 
through the dark streets and out at thp gat^s unhin- 
dered. As the town was left behind^ G$|,vaniie muttered, 
"Thank Heaven! we are so far on our way," but he 
looked anxiously round for some time to make sure they 
were not followed. 
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"Ah, those wretches!" said Mme. de Lestrelle, reoov- 
ering from the terror which had seized her when she 
saw the gloomy faces round the carriage. "But we are 
safe now, and now my home is with you two/' and she 
held out her hands to Marcelle and Gayamie, between 
smiles and tears. "Why are we not going to Gascony, 
my dear GaTarnie ? What is this change of plan ?" 

Gavamie told her of the danger menacing them, and 
of his present scheme ; she listened with keen attention, 
only exclaiming, "That Michelle! The little traitress! 
This, then, is why she deserted me ! It is then for our 
money and diamonds that Lebrun persecutes ua But 
give them up, give all up 1" 

" Dear madame, without them you would be penniless. 
For a long time no rents have been paid ; no money has 
come in ; it was with difficulty that I found enough to 
pay our way this morning without encroaching on that 
sum. A flight is a costly luxury 1" 

"I cannot understand it," said Mme. de Lestrelle, 
" Can one not always have money when one wants it? 
What times these are! And where is this dangerous 
store?" 

"In the hands of Veronique Ohrestiaa," said Gavar- 
nie, struck with the singular fact that for the second 
time the gold, diamonds, and papers were entrasted to 
the fidelity of a cagot. " It would have embarrassed us 
too much in our flight As it is we shall be enough 
burdened with the few necessaries that we must taka ' 
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He had expected Mme. de Lesirelle to exclaim on the 
imprudence of trusting so much to Yeronique, but she 
only observed, " My dear husband always said the Chres- 
tiaas were fidelity itsell "But I cannot understand 
money being scarce/* 

It was indeed difficult for one brought up to a great for- 
tune, and even yet possessing large estates, to realize such 
a difficulty; Gayamie gave up the attempt to explain. 

^'You see my plan, then, dear madame. The ser- 
Yants have preceded us, and instead of joining them at 
Meilleraie we shall stop at a little iim by the way ; you 
declare yourself ill, fatigued ; you can go no further. 
The servants with us I despatch to Meilleraie to fetch 
different things, and we get rid of them. Then you 
will put on your peasant dresses, and slip out of the inn 
when I signal that the way is dear, crossing the stream, 
and waiting for me among the rocks beyond where I 
shall join you." 

He repeated his explanation several times, for every- 
thing depended on there being a perfect xmderstanding 
of the plan among them, in the earlier days of his 
residence at Ibarraye, when his time was unemployed, he 
had made excursions far and wide, marking every point 
with the precision that his Indian training had made a 
second nature, and he was now using his intimate ac- 
quaintance with the neighbourhood to organize a flight 
which would have been impossible had he not been famil- 
iar with every path that could shorten the journey, every 
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rook and thicket tbat ooold shdter the fugitives. His 
heart Bank as he recognised the difficnltieB in the way of 
conducting two women unnoticed over a distance of at 
least twenty miles, neither of whom had been accustomed 
to endure any hardships^ and whom no disguise could 
make in the least resemble peasants, and eyen if they 
reached the cagofs hut in safety, their perils had but be- 
gun. Only cheerful resolution, however, was to be read 
in his face, untfl suddenly Mme. de Lestrelle exdaimed, 
** But itis impossible, OaTamie 1 Tou must be mad to 
think of it, I coold not liye through such a journey. Kb 
one who knows how I bore that dreadful night when our 
chateau was burned can suspect me of want of courage, 
but it costs too much to be heroia And it is perfectly im- 
possible for me to wear sabots again* I could not do it." 

'^Our dioice lies between this flight and a prison, 
comtesse." 

" Then I confess that I prefer a prison. After all, 
this state of things cannot last ; in two or three months 
we shall be released, and all will become tranquil No, 
my dear captain, you ask too much of me ; and if Le- 
bran is determined to arrest us, let him. I shall give 
myself up to him. After all, even democrats are sorely 
civil to women, especially if they are pretty. 

" Madame, you will do as you please ; but as for 
Mme. de Fayolles, that concerns me." 

*'WhatI you do not mean that you have a better 
right to decide what she does than her mother has ?" 
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'^ Yes, madame. M. le Oomte de Lestrelle eniaraated 
her to me ; she is my fiancee, and must dp what I think 
best." 

Mma de Lestrelle sat in speechless amazement She 
had not imagined that Gavamie could speak with such 
authoritative sternness, btct she liked him none the less. 

Before she recovered breath to answer, MarceHe in- 
terposed, "Dear mother, remember our poor cousin, 
Mme. de Chazol ; you know how ** 

"Ah, yes, and her daughter, her poor Marie!" an- 
swered Mme. de Lestrelle, startled by this appeal 
"If I saw thee^ my child, in the hands of such mon- 
sters No, anything rather than run such a risk. 

You are rights monsieur, we will do as you advise.'* 

Gavamie kissed her hands in grateful apology ; the 
allusion of Marcelle had roused her warm affection, and 
for the moment had scared away frivolity ; her ready 
wit followed out all the details of his plan, and she 
su^ested several which had escaped him. He had lit- 
tle fear that she would fail when the time came, but he 
felt more uneasiness on the behalf of Marcelle, whose 
nerves and courage were of a different order. Tired 
with her fatiguing night, Mme. de Lestrelle fell asleep 
,as quietly as if no danger impended, and left Gavamie 
and Marcelle to a tete4-tete which drew them closer 
together than they had eyer yet been. Had they part- 
ed and met no more, their Hves had been so entwined 
that to their last day each would have felt the otihex's 
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influence ; but though latterly there had been many 
precious hurried moments which had made them un- 
speakably happy in the midst of anxiety and sorrow, 
the shy reserve of MarceUe had always stood between 
them. Now, imderstanding what Gavarnie's doubts 
and fears had been, MarceUe forgot it, and half told, 
half let him guess what he long had been to her. They 
spoke as those who have little time in which to make all 
clear, feeling as if no price could be too dear to pay for 
this day, yet both well aware of what the end would 
too probably be. Gavamie did not conceal that though 
he had adopted Yeronique's suggestion, seeing no other 
n;^ possible, the hazards were overwhelming. One hour 
after another went by as the carriage travelled slowly over 
the half-made road, and the horses were changed more 
than once before they came to the wayside inn, where, 
if at all, the escape was to be effected. They stopped ; 
Mma de Lestrelle and MarceUe aUghted, and requested 
to be shown into a private room, for which the men 
drinking and playing cards in the kitchen furnished 
sufficient excuse, but the request was received with a 
growl of "Cursed aristocrats T* from the suUen host, 
and the bribe of a gold piece did not smooth his looks, 
though he accepted ii Gavamie turned with a snule to 
his daughter, a stout country lass, who had been staring 
at the traveUers, and now fixed her black eyes with un- 
disguised admiration on his handsome face as he pre- 
ferred the request to her, and she readUy showed them 
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into a bedroom. After a long delay sach a meal was 
served as the country inn could offer. The one yalet 
who had remained when his comrades were sent on to 
apprise the party already at Meilleraie of the delay, did 
not appear to wait on his ladies, and Gothoun, the 
stout girl, came instead, pausing continually to look at 
the three guests. Presently, jerking her elbow to- 
wards Gayaamie, she said to Marcelle, ''Is that your 
amoureuxV* 

Mme. de Lestrelle and Gavamie laughed ; Marcelle 
coloured to the ends of her fingers, but answered, " Yes, 
mon enfant ; monsieur is my fiance." 

"Ah, he is a handsome fellow. I have a lover too," 
observed Gothoun. 

"Buy a ribbon to make yourself look well for him 
then," said Gavamie, giving her a piece of money by 
way of reward for the avowal which she had extracted 
from Marcelle. The girl opened her eyes wide, and took 
it with awkward thanks. She lingered to watch them 
with inconvenient curiosity, and could hardly be got rid 
of by Mme. de Lestrelle's declaring herself so weary that 
she could go no further, and must sleep where she was. 
Gavamie brought in packages from the carriage, as if 
they were wanted for the night's arrangement, and then 
remained sitting on a bench outside of the house, anx- 
iously waiting until he could signal that no one was 
near. He heard the missing valet relating to the party 
in the kitchen what had been taking place in Ibsaraye* 



Digitized by 



Google 



374 ON THE EDOK OF THE STOBU. 

and why the <'citoyeimes" had fled, and from the tone 
of the conversation he perceiyed that the sooner they 
were out of Le BoBnf Bouge the better. He hastened 
to order a snpply of the best wine that the inn afforded, 
to be sent in for the use of the patriots ; told the girl 
that the ladies wished not to be disturbed until morning, 
and the moment the way was dear gare the signal 
agreed on to summon them. He saw them come out in 
their peasant dresses, which proved more of a disguise 
than he had dared to hope, carrying their little bundles 
of clothes on their heads» so as to shade the fair faces 
that could look nothing but aristocratic, and make their 
way to the rocky land beyond the stream. He dared 
not follow immediately, lest his absence should rouse 
suspicion ; and, hearing himself loudly summoned by 
the party in the kitchen, was forced to enter and pro- 
pitiate them aa best he might. Public affiurs were of 
course being discussed, and the walls re-echoed the 
often-repeated words, ** liberty, cwieme, sovereignty of the 
people." An orator, standing erect wii^ vehement ges- 
tures, was alluding to the ladies supposed to be sleeping 
overhead. ''They are aristocrats, these women!" ex- 
claimed he, while the rest listened with noisy admira- 
tion. '* What, does any one say they have done no harm? 
Have not their order done harm ? Down with all aris- 
tocrats I Give me the Hves of ten, twenty, forty, a hun- 
dred thousand of them, and the state is safe. The nar 
tton demands their blood to cement it" 
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<' Women are all arifitocrats," exclaimed another, a 
tanner, who appeared to haye changed his name of Jean 
Baptiste for that of Mucins ScsB^ola. *' They all love 
the orgies of royalty. Down with the aristocrats 1" 

'* The national assembly is turning its attention to dis- 
covering means for carrying on the world without wo- 
men," observed Gavamie, gravely, and some of the audi- 
ence laughed, but the first orator broke in with a fierce- 
ness that boded no good, when horses' feet were heard 
stopping without, and a voice called for the landlord. 
He went out, his sulky air contrasting remarkably with 
the obsequiousness that used to mark his dass, and an 
animated exchange of words took place which attracted 
several of the company to the window. Gavamie had 
recognized the voice ; he glanced over their shoulders, 
and saw that the landlord and the Lestrelle valet were 
in eager conversation with Jean Lebrun, who instead, 
as Gavamie had expected, of pushing on to MeiUeraie, 
had stopped to refresh himself at Le Boeuf Eouge, and 
thus learned that his prey was under his hand. Proba- 
bly some of his companions had ridden on« cmd he was 
perplexed by iheir absence, for he looked eagerly along 
the white, hilly road^ stretching away for miles between 
rows of plane trees, but no one was in sight ; then he 
again exchanged some words with the landlord. By this 
time the inn kitchen was nearly empty ; a ring of curious 
listeners had gathered round Lebrun, and the rest had 
pressed to the window. Gothoun, the landlord's doug^- 
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ter, on the other hand had come in, with a stolid air, 
and gave some unmeaning answers to the questions ad- 
dressed to her : but when all eyes and ears but Qayar- 
nie's were intent on what was going on outside, she gave 
him a quick glance, put her hand behind her, and silent- 
ly unlocked a door which he had already secretly and 
vainly tried. The next instant he had passed through 
it and she was leaning against it, her face a blank stare, 
and her arms a-kimbo. The landlord hurried in, look- 
ing roxmd, and asked where the citizen from Ibarraye 
was, and everybody turned in surprise at the question, 
surprise which burst into loud amazement as his absence 
was discovered. Gothoun looked the most astonished 
of all, and in the confusion which ensued contrived to 
hang her key on a nail, so that when some one declared 
that Gavamie must have gone through the back door, 
the discovery that it was locked, and the key on its nail, 
refuted the suggestion, Lebrun had come in, looking 
more like a fox even than usual, but he was perplexed, 
knowing that Maitre Fevre had answered for the trav- 
ellers' safety as far as Meilleraie. The patriots of Le 
Boeuf Rouge were eager for the excitement of seizing 
them at once, but Lebrun wished to consult his allies, 
who no doubt would at once return from Meilleraie, on 
discovering the non-arrival of the fugitives. The point was 
vehemently contested in the inn kitchen, and Gothoun 
was sent to see if the ladies were safely upstairs. She 
returned, saying that their door was fastened, but she 
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heard them snoring ; and Lebrun was satisfied, and con- 
cerned himseK little about Gavamie's absence, sure that 
he would return if they were there, and thus some time 
passed, much to the landlord's profit, for arguments are 
thirsty things. 

Meanwhile Gavamie had made his way to a vineyard, 
and across the stream, on the other side of which, among 
grey rocks and bushes, Mme. de Lestrelle and Marcelle 
awaited him. The joy of meeting again was so great 
that for a moment it counterbalanced the previous sus- 
pense, but the news of Lebrun's neighbourhood seemed 
to destroy such slender chances of escape as they had 
had. There was a setting moon, which still afforded 
enough Ught for the fugitives to make their way over 
the Ixmde, but there was no path, and every step was un- 
certain in the gloaming, over the broken rocky ground, 
kneep-deep in fern. 

" Gavamie, are you sure which way we are going ?** 
inquired Mme. de LestreUe, anxiously. 

"Yes," he answered, without pausing, as he led the 
way. "I have often had to discover my road under 
greater dijQficulties. In ten minutes more we shall come 
to an old cross, in the middle of this lande; after that a 
fir wood stretches for nearly four miles, through which 
there is a path." 

Mme. de Lestrelle was re-assured, and they hunied 
on as fast as they could, coming, as Gavarnie had 
promised, upon the old grey cross, rudely fashioned out 
of one of the great stones that stood upright here and 
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there upon the heath. Perhaps in remote ages some 
convert had transformed it from an object of pagan 
worship to a Christian emblem. It looked weird and 
fantastic in the twilight^ under which every object 
seemed to dilate and take strange shapes. Notwithr 
standing their haste, the two women knelt for a lew 
moments at its foot. Ghtvaroie stood by with uncov- 
ered head ; then they rose and continued their flight. 
By the winding; tedious road which their carriage had 
followed that day, Ibarraye was nearly forty miles o£^ 
but the short cuts across country which Gavamie was 
taking shortened the journey at least one hall The 
rough ground was very fatiguing, however ; they had 
hardly accomplished three miles in an hour, and even 
this was a great exertion to Mma de Lestrelle, who had 
never walked so far in her life before. 

''I can do no more," she said, sinlring down on the 
fallen fir needles as they entered the wood. '' I would 
tell you to leave me, only it would be useless." 

*' Yes, it would be useless, dear comtesse, but I have a 
better plan than thai That animal, tethered close by 
on the edge of the lande, we will confiscate him, what- 
ever he is, and mount on him, and reach Yalcreuse 
yet before morning. There will not be a creature 
abroad for hours ; no one will seek us in this direction, 
and it is only between Ibarraye and Yalcreuse that I 
fear observation. We are known there, so the earlier 
we reach it the better." 
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^* It is yerj dispiriting to be going back ahnost to oar 
starting pointy when I thought by this time we should 
have been out of danger," sighed Mme. de Lestrelle, 
and the other two strongly experienced the same feeling. 
But Gavamie answered cheenngly, " No one will dream 
of our being close at hand ; they will seek us every- 
where rather than there/' and he went to appropriate 
the animal, which had startled tiiem as they passed, by 
springing up among the bushes where it was tethered. 
It proved to be a mountain pony ; he threw his cloak 
over its back, and seated Mme. de Lestrelle upon it, 
while he led it by the rope that had fastened it She 
was much amused by this arrangement, and as anything 
which amused her restored her spirits, she grew hope- 
ful immediately, and they went on more rapidly through 
the fir wood than had been possible over the lande, 
though Gavamie had almost to guess his way in the 
darkness under the fir trees. On the other side of it 
they emerged into dear starlight ; Marcelle walked by 
the pony, her hand on its back, without complaint ; and 
when Gavamie asked in a low voice, " But you — ^how 
are you to bear this jomiiey? Tou are akeady tired 
out," she answered only, " I can do it" He recognised 
that steadfast mR which for a time supplies the want of 
physical strength, perhaps inherited from her northern 
ancestry, and totally unlike the light-heartedness of her 
mother, who was French to her very finger-tips, and in 
the excitement of the flight, almost forgot its danger ; 
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and as the night went by without fresh alarms, grew so 
hopeful that she no longer felt fatigue, and exclaimed, 
" Why, what a delightful way of travelHng this is I 
What a mistake a carriage is ! I am quite refreshed, and 
very hungry ; how well it is that you brought those pro- 
visions, Gayamiel Where are they? I was entirely 
mistaken when I thought, in my first terror, that I 
should never have any appetite again. And you, my 
child ? Why, how pale you are I What circles round 
those eyes I You are weary ? Yes, you have walked 
all these hours ; and I, like a bad mother, never thought 
of it. But now lift her up, M. le Capitaine :" and be- 
fore Marcelle could object, she had alighted on the 
ground, and walked briskly on. 

Gavamie was right glad to give Marcelle a short rest, 
such as it was : for this night journey, coming after 
broken nights and sorrowful days, was a severe strain on 
her ; he let the docile little pony make its way along the 
narrow path which they were now following ; and walked 
beside her, steadying her with his ai*m, dismayed to feel 
how wearily she seemed to droop, while yet many miles 
lay between them and the cagot's hut. It was not long, 
however, before she insisted on her mother's resuming 
her place ; and thus they journeyed on until the air 
grew chill, and a shiver seemed to pass over the world ; 
a stir began to be felt in it, as if the birds and beasts 
were awaking ; and a whitening eastern sky told that 
the sun would soon rise above the horizon. They were 
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now little more than d. mile from Valcreuse, and could 
see the lake, lying steelly blue as if the waters were 
asleep, under the rugged mountain side, and hear the 
cries of the water-fowl, diving and plunging in it. 

" This good little beast has served us well," said Ga- 
vamie, stroking the neck of the pony, which was now 
carrying Mme. de Lestrelle. " I wish we could keep 
him ; he might be useful as we cross the pass des Quatre 
Vents ; but it might attract notice. We must turn him 
loose to find his way home : and, after all, honesty re- 
quires it, I suppose." 

"I wonder to whom he belongs ?" said Mme. de Les- 
trelle. " Will they seek him ?" 

" He belongs to Marquis de St. Xist," said Marcelle. 

" How do you know that ?" exclaimed her mother 
and Gavamie. 

*' I can see the mark on 'him, now it is light." 

"No doubt he was carried off when Chateau St. Xist 
was plundered and burned," said Gavamie, examining 
the brand ; " strange chance! In fact, we have been re- 
turning almost all this time across the St. Xist property 
and your own." 

Marcelle put her hand hastily on his arm, and point- 
ed to a figure sitting among the fir trees above the road 
that they must take. It seemed that of a woman, with 
a hood drawn low over her head and face : she sat con- 
cealed by a pile of felled pines, and they were almost 
dose before they could see her ; but she did not stir, or 
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notice Uieir approach : her withered hands were clasped 
round her knees, and her head was bent down ; she 
seemed in a heavy sleep. They stopped, greatly startled 
and perplexed ; for retreat and advance were equally 
perilou& Gavamie obseired her closely, and ex- 
claimed, '' It is Mme. Bergerat : there is no danger in 
meeting her ;" and without heeding the remonstrances 
of Mme. de Lestrelle, he hastened on, speaking her 
name : and the old woman looked up, and showed a 
thin, hungry, pinched face ; so haggard, and so unlike 
the comely, contented look which she used to wear, that 
Mme. de Lestrelle and MarceUe doubted if it could be 
she. 

''IVIme. la Comtesse! Mme. de FayoUesI" she said, 
standing up with instinctive respect, but evidently so 
much astonished that she did not believe her eyea ''Is 
it really you? Is it M. le Capitaine? Alas, what brings 
you here?" 

" To seek a hiding place, my good Mme. Bergerat. 
We are going to Veronique Chrestiaa's cabin." 

** The cagote ! is it possible that you will enter a cagot's 
house ? She offered me food yesterday, but though I had 
not broken bread for a day and a night I would not 
touch what she had defiled." 

"Tou are hungry now ?" MarceUe asked softly. 

"Alas I madame," answered the old woman with an 
expressive gesture. 

MarceUe put into her hands the remainder of their 
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provisions, and she seized them ravenously, but before 
eating a morsel she put aside the larger share. 

"For my son. All the saints bless you, dear la- 
dy." 

She walked on beside them, eating as she went, like 
one starved. 

"What are you doing here, my good woman?" asked 
Gavamie. "Where are you living?" 

" Where I can, monsieur. The birds and beasts have 
more of homes than I. An irdrus holds the presbytere 
and my son is hunted like a wolf, so that no one dares 
to take us in, though we have those who help us when 
they can. I keep watch when my son leaves his hiding- 
place." 

" In the western tower," said Gavamie, who, had he 
not been a fugitive himself, would have been greatly per- 
plexed how to deal with this matter, for while his princi- 
ples forbade him to allow the fanatic royaUst to lurk, 
sowing discord in the provinces, and acting as the emis- 
sary of the emigrants at Turin and Coblentz, he would 
have been very loth to denounce or drive him from his 
refuge. 

" What times 1" sighed Mme. de Lestrelle. " All seem 
alike in danger — ^your son as a royalist and priest, we, 
because we are aristocrats, and M. Gavamie, I know not 
why — ^because he is an honest man I suppose ; even his 
republicanism does not shield him. Ah, what times I 
Even democrats are in danger 1" 
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" So mucli the better — ^the wolves begin to devour one 
another," said the old woman fiercely. 

"Listen, madame," said Gavamie. "We may be 
obliged to remain some time in Yalcrease, and we must 
have provisions. It would raise suspicions if Yeronique 
were to buy an unusual quantity ; we must have a little 
from one place, a Httle from another. Will you under- 
take this, and share them ? You can no doubt walk as &r 
as St Servain, Lannes, and other villages, and we wiU 
provide money " 

"Yes, yes, I can do that, and no one shall guess any- 
thing, and I will bring you news of all that goes on. I 
am glad to do it I And besides, I would do anything for 
Mme. la Comtesse, who was so gracious to me in our 
poor presbytere," said the old woman, kissing Mme. de 
LestreUe's hand. "To think that a great lady should 
be as much driven from her own dwelling as my son I 
May Heaven help us, and confound the democrats 1" 

Gavamie and Marcelle exchanged looks, and he, 
cheered to see that she could still smile, and that their 
journey was almost at an end, pointed out to Mme. de 
Lestrelle the precipitous way which they had yet to 
climb, and Veronique, with outstretched hands and 
'beaming looks, running down to assist them. He as- 
sured the dismayed countess that Marcelle had already 
once accomplished the feat, and that she herself could 
and would overcome its impossibilities, and while Mme. 
Bergerat drove the little pony out of the valley, lest its 
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presence might awake suspicion, he thankfully consigned 
Mme. de Lestrelle to Veronique, and turned to Marcelle, 
to whose weary feet this last effort did indeed seem 
almost impossible. With exultant delight he saw both 
his charges safe within their shelter. The first stage of 
their escape had been safely effected. 
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CHAPTER XXVIL 

THE LAST OF TRAKOE. 

^AVARNIE had been right in conjecturing that 
they might not be able to leave Valcreuse for 
some time. Not only was Marcelle too much 
exhausted to attempt another fatiguing journey until re- 
stored by rest, but the second stage of their flight was 
difficult to organize. Only in perfectly calm weather 
could they cross the high and dangerous pass known as 
Les Quatre Vents, and almost exclusively used by smug- 
glers, who found their security in its perils. Moreover, 
Veronique's friend, the contrabandist, Le Choucas — his 
real name had long been lost in this sobriquet — could not 
be found at any given point, and Gavamie had to seek 
him wherever it was possible that he might be heard 
of, though it was all-important that none of the fugitives 
should be seen nor any rumour of their whereabouts 
get abroad. Mme. Bergerat reported that their disap- 
pearance had created a great excitement inlbarraye, and 
that Lebrun had scoured the country far and wide in 
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^arch of them without coming on any trace that could 
lead him towards Valcreuse, but that popular feeling was 
very bad, and that Mme. de Lestrelle's httle dog had been 
killed in the street only for belonging to an aristocrat. 

But for Mme. Bergerat they would have found it very 
difficult to procure food, and, as it was, they had to 
submit to privations such as Mme. de Lestrelle had 
never imagined. Qavamie was amazed to find how gaily 
she endured them, manifesting that philosophical hght- 
heartedness which stood thousands of her fellow-coun- 
trymen and women in such good stead amid exile and 
hardships, and amusing herself in her semi-captivity 
with a vivacity that seldom flagged, though she shed 
many sincere tears over the loss of the husband who 
had been very dear to her. Between whiles she could 
forget her grief entirely, unlike Marcelle, whose sorrow 
was of that deep and silent kind which makes little sign 
and can afford to smile. Time did hang heavy occasion- 
ally, however, and to beguile it Mme. de Lestrelle un- 
dertook the education of Veronique's starling, and en- 
larged its vocabulary by teaching it to say " A has les de- 
mocrales" in spite of the remonstrances of Marcelle, and 
watched with mischievous dehght for the effect on Ga- 
varnie when he should first hear it. The effect was 
stronger than she anticipated, for she had never seen him 
so angry before, and certainly he had cause for his anger, 
for the new accomphshment of the starling might cost 
them all their lives. She only answered, " But I must 
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have some amusemeni Gonfiider how wearisome this 
life is, with all these horrible rocks and woods everywhere 
before my eyes. They are doubtless sublime, but there 
is nothing human about them^ and to me they seem de- 
testable." 

Her chief trouble again became the betrothal of 
MarceUe, and she would argue against it with pertina- 
city which made Veronique highly indignani ''But, 
my child," she would say, *' such reasons as existed for 
these strange fianfailles exist no longer. Gayamie as- 
sures me that it is impossible to go to his estates, and 
inde-ed I cannot regret that, for they are situated on 
those windy difBi of Gtascony, the very thoughfof which 
makes me shiver. What is happening to his estates, 
my Marcelle ? Can you understand ?" 

' I do not know, dear mamma," said Marcelle, who was 
lying wearily on the moss and dry beech leaves, heaped 
up as a bed for her. ** As for ours, he asked Maitre 
Fevre, the only trustworthy person in Ibarraye, to take 
charge of them, and Maitre Fevi'e refused, because ac- 
cording to his principles large properties should be di- 
vided amongst the nation." 

" How abominable I" cried Mme. de Lestrelle. " They 
have been in the Lestrelle family for centuries. And 
Gavamie's estates ? If he has lost them, he is less your 
equal than ever, though Peru itself could not make 
up for want of birth." 

'' If M. le Capitaine has lost his estates, it is through 
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helping you, Madame la Comtessel" cried Veronique, 
snapping the thread on her distaff as she spoke. 
" Would you now deprive him of the only thing that 
remains to repay him ?" 

" It would not be honourable to break the engage- 
ment that my father ratified, dear mamma»" said Mar- 
celle. 

"We must do nothing dishonourable, of course, but 
it is very unfortunate. You smile? Tou are blush- 
ing ? Of what are you thinking ? Ah, you will not say. 
And Veronique is laughing tool But after all, if 
Gavarnie understood that you wished to be free from 
this entanglement, he is so good, so generous, he would 
hberate you at once." 

"But, mother, perhaps I do not wish to be free." 

Mme. de Lestrelle looked at her in perplexity. So 
unusual was love before marriage, that she had never 
dreamed that her daughter's heart was given to Ga- 
varnie, and she ezdaimed, 

" It is an unhappy afEjEor, and I do thiuk you are over 
sensitive on the point of honour ; besides, Gavarnie is 
a dangerous sort of person ; I do think it most regret- 
table that your betrothed is not M. de St. Xist. Yes, 
you may exclaim, Veronique, but Gavarnie has a gen- 
erous imprudence of which M. de St Xist would never 
be guilty. He knows much better how to take care of 
his interests than our captain, and those are the people 
to whom it is well to belong. Gavarnie would risk laia 
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life to promote what he chooses to think justice, or to 
conquer what he calls injustice. It is a great misfor- 
tune to depend on such a person. However, my angel, 
if he is to be your husband, this I insist on : he must 
take us to America. I cannot face my family with a 
low-bom son-in law. He assures me that a Parisienne 
is a queen in America, and my dear brother is there, 
and there he must take us." 

The plan was not unwelcome to Gayamie, who began 
to see that it would be long before France was again a 
safe residence for women, or royalists, or even demo- 
crats unless they were ready to go to lengths which he 
for one must oppose. All the fair shining fabric of his 
political hopes seemed crumbling, but the first and 
chief duty now was to place his charges in safety, and 
he hoped to convey them into Spain, and thence from 
the nearest point to America. Mme. de Lestrelle had 
before suggested it, and he was thinking over the plan 
as he went to survey for himself that Col des Quatre 
Vents, which he suspected would prove one of those 
whose dangers were such that, as the popular saying 
had it, a son would not wait for his own father in it 
The mountain walls rose gloomy and silent, and the 
rocks strewn below were a very battle-field of the giants, 
but to his relief he found that over the greater part a 
mule could go, which lessened the dif&culties consider- 
ably, and Le Choucas had promised to provide two for 
that same evening. 
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While Gavamie was surveying the pass, Mareelle was 
seeking to induce Veronique to share their flight, for 
with them the cagote's best friends would depart, and 
the lonely life in Valcreuse had already visibly oppressed 
and altered her gay spirit " Bemadou would not Hke 
it," she answered to the persuasions of Mareelle, but 
there was evident wavering in her tone, and tears 
came fast as she added, '' If I only might, how glad I 
should be! But last night, and many nights before 
that, I dreamed of Bemadou, and he stood looking sad 
and reproachful on me, not angry, for he hardly ever 
was angry with me ; but his eyes were terrible — ^he was 
near, yet so far oK I know he meant to forbid me to 
leave this place that he loved so much." 

"But^ Veronique, you know he would never have re- 
fused me anything that I wished, would he ? And I 
want you to go with me ; we cannot do without you." 

" Is that true, dear madame ?" 

" Quite true, Veronique, if you do not fear so uncer- 
tain a future as ours." 

"Fear to go with you, madame I Bemadou would 
be the first to bid me go, if indeed you need me ; but 
my poor goats, my fowls, I cannot let them starve. 
Stay, I know how it shall be — I will leave them to Mme. 
Bergerat, and she can Hve here if she wilL Is it not 
sad that in her old age she should be forced to wander 
like a beggar? and there are hundreds worse off. 1 
wonder where her son is now." 
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Veronique had not been made acquainted with the 
hiding place that the priest had fojind^ for Marcelle and 
Gayamie did not feel this to be their own secret 
Marcelle made no answer ; Mme. de Lestrelle said, 
" Well, I am glad that our captivity here is nearly over, 
though after all I have amused myself wonderfully. Do 
you tbiTiV Qavamie is returning T and disregarding 
the warning of Veronique that Gavamie had bidden 
them never to open the door without great precautions;^ 
she withdrew the bolt and stood looking out A doud 
came over her face, not that any sad thoughts were in 
her mind, but the vrild and lonely scene affected her 
nerves. 

" I thought I heard some one," she said, *' but it is all 
as solitary as usual" 

" I hope so, for that is our safety," said Marcella 
" M. Gavamie is not there, mamma." 

" How are you so sure, my angel T 

" I should have heard his step," said Marcelle, and 
the delicate rosy flushed suffused her cheeks which 
Gavamie's name always conjured up. 

"Ah yes, how singular that is I I observe that you 
hear his step before any of us," said Mme. de Lestrelle, 
with perfect naivete. "What quick ears you must 
have, my child." 

She looked out again, and exclaimed triumphantly, 
" But I am the first to perceive him this time. Look 
yonder — ^I see him among the pines. Gavamie I'* 
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^^For all the saints' Bake, shut the door, madameT' 
cried Veronique, flying forward to dose ii ** M. Ga- 
yamie would not come from that direction.*' 

But she was too late to prevent the violent entrance 
of some one who had run forward at Mme. de Les- 
trelle's call, and now stood before them, breathless, as 
much with joy as haste. It was Jean Lebrun. Led by 
some instinct of the hunter, he had wandered hither in 
search of the prey which he had been pursuing else- 
where in Tain. He looked round with a triumphant silent 
laugh that showed his sharp, glittering white teeth, sur- 
veying Mme. de Lestrelle, covering her face with both 
hands to shut out the sight of him ; MarceUe, who had 
thrown herself between her mother and him ; Veronique 
shrinking to 'the furthest end of the kitchen. The 
sight of all these terrified women trembling before him 
seemed to afiEbrd him the keenest satisfaction, that soon 
broke out in a mingled torrent of threats and rejoicing, 
which made them feel how utterly they were at his 
mercy. They were all calculating the chances of Ga- 
vamie's return, and all acknowledging silently that he 
could not come in time. 

"My gold I my gold I give me my gold I" Lebrun 
cried. "Where is it hidden? What I You do not 
speak ? You will not tell ? Come then with me, my 
pretty birds," he added, changing from vehemence to a 
cruel sneer. " Your wings are clipped ; no fear of your 
flying away again, your cage is ready. Dost thou hear 
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me, dtoyenne ? It is to thee that I am speaking ; there 
are no more comtesses now. It seems to me that thou 
dost not understand that I am thy master ; times are 
changed since thou wert my mistress, but thou shalt 
find that I have not forgotten those days, nor the dis- 
missal that the other citoyenne there was so Jkind as to 
giye me for the sake of that cursed cagote, who wijil have 
to pay for her tricks at last. Gome, I say I Fetch me 
my gold, and my jewels, and my title deeds I Where are 
they ? Come along, I tell you ; Ibarraye is only waiting 
to welcome you. Do you know what you haye to ex- 
pect when you get there ?" he added angrily, as if they 
were cheating him of the pleasure of hearing them vain- 
ly implore him to spare them. 

But Mme. de Lestrelle and Marcelle said not a word ; 
they would have found it easier to die than to supplicate 
this man for mercy ; they did not loose their dasp of 
each other's hands, and met his cruel eyes with still and 
silent disdain. Exasperated by this unexpected and 
passive resistance, Lebrun laid a rude grasp on the 
shoulder of Marcelle ; she shrank back, and Mme. de 
Lestrelle now uttered a cry which caused Lebrun lively 
pleasure. " Ah, ah, the aristocrats begin to understand 
a little better," said he. "Come, then, all of you." 
They rose, still silent, but Veronique suddenly exclaimed, 
" Stay, stay, M. Jean, I will confess about the gold, only 
leave us here ; do not drag us to Ibarraye to be mur- 
dered by the people," 
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" The gold, girl, the gold " 

" Ton will leaye us in peace then, M. Jean ?" 

" I can have my will of you and the gold too, now, 
you confounded cagote. It will be the worse for you if 
you do not speak quickly." 

"Tell him nothing, Veronique," said Marcelle. 

"You cannot haye it ui4ess I choose, M. Lebrun," 
said Veronique, making herself heard through the storm 
of cursing which the words of Marcelle aroused. " Do 
you think the money is here ? No, stay where you are, 
or I will tell you nothing, though you tear me to 
pieces." 

" Where is it? Tell me that, you witch I" shrieked 
Lebrun, forgetting even his cat-like pleasure in tortur- 
ing his victims at this appeal to his master passion. 

" No, no, take us all to Ibarraye, and I will make the 
hiding-place known to every one there, and you will find 
every one glad to share with you," said Veronique, bran- 
dishing a stout stake, as he made a dart at her. " Or 
leave us here, and make haste to see what there is in the 
western tower." 

Lebrun uttered a howl, half despairing, half incredu- 
lous, but seeing the hasty attempt of MarceUe to silence 
Veronique, a conviction that she spoke the truth, and 
that he had overlooked the deposit, forced itself upon 
him. Mme. de Lestrelle caught the cue, quick as light- 
ning. 

"Oh, Veronique, thou false, treacherous girl l" she 
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cried ; " what hast thou done, betraying onr secret to 
this man ? Now he will discoyer the hiding-place which 
before escaped him behind the old volumes." 

*' A thousand thanks, citoyenne ; thou hast told me 
just what I wanted," cried Lebrun ; and he rushed out 
of the room, taking the precaution, howeyer, to snatch 
the key from the lock and turn it outside. 

For a few moments the three captives ^tood gazing at 
one another ; then Mme. de Lestrelle broke into a gen- 
uine, merry laugh. 

" So you have got rid of him, Veronique 1 That was 
cleverly done ; you even deceived me for a moment, but 
did I not support you well ?" 

" But M. Bergerat I What will become of him ? Le- 
brun will discover his hiding-place," replied Marcelle. 

" What I is M. TAbbe hiding in the tower ? Ah, bah, 
he will certainly know how to deal with Lebrun, and 
Maitre Jean unU find something there, after all." 

" But no doubt he will return here more furious than 
ever ; we are captives, and who knows when Qavamie 
will come 1" 

"We have gained time, Madame la Comtesse, and that 
is everything, for Lebrun cannot go and return in less 
than an hour ; we shall have escaped before then. 
Everything is ready for to-night's journey, and we will 
go and meet M. Gavamie. It is only starting a little 
earlier." 

"But how can we get away, Veronique?" 
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** Thus," said Veronique, showing them the exit by 
which she had once escaped from the insulting yisit of 
M. de St Xist, and through which many smuggled goods 
had been passed. 

" Is it possible ! I should never have guessed it. 
You never told us of it," 

" There is no need to tdl everything," said Veronique, 
with a touch of her brother's caution. ** We had better 
be gone, madame, but let me bolt the door first inside : 
that will detain Lebrun. Stoop low, madame." 

Marcelle was writing a few words in English on a 
leaf from her livre d'heurea "If M. Gavamie returns 
without meeting us, that wiU explain," she said, and 
followed her mother, who was already outside the cot- 
tage, on the rocks which masked the secret way effec- 
tually. 

Veronique handed up the little bundles prepared for 
the journey, put the box containing the dangerous trea- 
sure into a kind of wallet which she slung over her 
shoulder, and scrambled out, saying, "My father dis- 
covered this hollow by a fox running in at one side and 
out of the other, and then we built our cottage here- - 
the old one, I mean. Give me your hand, madame. I 
wish it were evening, though even now the way is lonely 
enough. If only Lebrun has not sent any of his friends 
up I" 

Their advance was necessarily so cautious that Lebrun 
would have had full time to go and come back before 
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they met GktYamie» or were by any means out of reach, 
but he did not return. 

Had they known what befell him in the tower, their 
hearts would not have throbbed so anxiously at every 
rustle of wind or lea£ In a wonderfully short time he 
had arrived at the ruins, which stood desolate and 
smoke-blackened in the gardens^ whose greenness and 
beauty made the deserted look of the old walls only 
more striking, and once more he hastened np the steps 
of the tower. The door was fast He shook it vehe- 
mently ; it opened so suddenly that he fell forward on his 
face. When he got up, bewildered and shaken, it was 
again fast, and he found himself in the presence of a 
man whom he feared and hated beyond all other 
men — one too that he had once confessed all his 
misdeeds to, believing himself dying — ^the Abbe Ber- 
gerai 

M. Bergerat had seen his approach through the win- 
dow in the tower, knew why he came, and was assured 
that if he retired it would be only to procure means to 
force the door. It did not suit him to quit his retreat, 
or he might have escaped in Lebrun's temporary absence. 
Instead, he admitted him. 

Lebrun stood in the middle of the room, cowed, but 
with his lips drawn tight over glittering teeth which sug- 
gested the idea of a wild beast unable to bite an enemy 
just out of reach. M. Bergerat, with his elbow on the 
table, and his head leaning on his large hand, surveyed 
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him. Lebrun winced, and tried in yain to get out of 
the range of his eyes. 

" Good day, M. Jean," said the abbe, calmly. " You 
need not explain why you are here. I already know it, 
and you will have full opportunity to prosecute your 
search during the time we remain together." 

" What do you mean, M. TAbbe ?' stammered Lebi^un. 

'* That for ten days or a fortnight I must ask you to 
share my room. It would not suit me that you should 
inform all Ibarraye where I am ; therefore until I leave 
this place you will remain here.*' 

"M. TAbbe, only let me go. I have important busi- 
ness on liand ; I must go. I will swear by every- 
thing " 

"I know you will,*' answered the priest, with a with- 
ering smile. 

" My disappearance may cause inquiries that will in- 
convenience you, M. I'Abbe,** said Lebrun, attempting to 
bluster. 

"My dear friend, do you think that anybody would 
attempt to recall you if they could believe you in another 
world ? On the contrary, many would gladly send you 
there.** 

M. Bergerat turned to the office which he had been re- 
citing, and left Lebrun to his reflections. 

For ten days, therefore, Lebrun remained in the old 
tower, sometimes in company with the abbe, who pierced 
him with sarcasms or terrified him with denunciations, 
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or, worse stall, left him alone for whole nights with the 
ghosts that his fancy conjured up. Lebrun beUeyed in 
ghosts, if in nothing else. The first time this happened 
he secretly triumphed in the thought that when dark- 
ness was oyer he could prosecute his search, but before 
night ended he had undergone such torments from 
superstition, combined with hooting owls, and the fit- 
ting bats which came in through the window whence 
the glass had fallen in the fire, that ha would almost 
have given the gold, jew^ and papers, though he im- 
agined them a hundred times more valuable than they 
were, for a light or a companion, even the abbe. With 
dawn the craving greed awoke again, and he began his 
search, of course in vain. M. Bergerat found him weep- 
ing and howling, altogethar broken down and avmliio, 
to use an expressive Italian word. It roused a grim 
amusement and contempt in the priest He had a pro- 
found disdain for a good many of his fellow-creatures, 
and enjoyed studying their weaknesses. That there 
should be the slightest possibility of reforming a Jean 
Lebrun, or even making him a shade less base than he 
was, never entered his mind. 

When he left the ^ower on a mission to another part 
of France, he told Lebrun that the next night he should 
be released, and departed, leaving with him some of the 
provisions which he had always liberally shared with 
him. Lebrun experienced all the horrors of solitary 
confinement that night and the next day, doubting 
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whether in hnith the priest had not left him to starve. 
When the door was at last opened he rushed out, with- 
out waiting to discover who had released him* His re- 
appearance in Ibarraye caused much surprise and little 
satisfaction. He never told how he had ^ent those ten 
days, dreading the laughter of his fellow-townsmen. 
Hastening to Valcreuse, with the hope that his prison- 
ers had been even worse off than himself, he found the 
cottage deserted. Even the goats and poultry were 
gone. For a long time he seemed absolutely possessed 
by the longing after the treasure. He would make 
stealthy visits to the tower, in spite of its associations, 
and seek in it for hours what he yet must have known 
was not there* His acquaintances declared him crazed. 
He was not crazed so much, however, but that he took 
an increasingly active share in pubhc affairs, proving 
himself the worst enemy of the priests in the whole pro- 
vince, and persecuting aristocrats with an animosity 
which proved him an excellent patriot. It was a time 
when unscrupulous knaves prospered; and when the 
Lestrelle estates were sequestered as the property of an 
emigrant, he acquired them at a nominal price, to the 
secret indignation of M. Fevre, who sometimes asked 
himself whether they had not been of more service to 
the nation in the hands of M. de Lestrelle, though he 
was an aristocrat, than in those of the ex-lacquey Jean 
Lebrun. 

Marcelle had left her home, to see it no more. She 
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cast a long, wistful glance back, as she rode — ^with Oa* 
Tamie beside her — ^np the steep pass ; while Mme. de 
Lestrelle preceded her, escorted by Yeronique and Le 
Choucas, who had been devoted to her from the moment 
that her fair face smiled on hinL The wondering ad- 
miration of the bronzed, rough fellow, put her into the 
best of spirits ; she breathed a congenial atmosphere 
once more, though it was only a smuggler whom she 
had enchanted. She laughed at the dangers and diffi- 
culties of the way, and balanced herself as lightly as a 
bird on her mule, while Le Choncas watched over her 
safety with an assiduity which set Qavamie at liberty 
to think only of the one most dear to him. Yeronique, 
looking back, observed them with feminine interest and 
affection. In this last year both faces had greatly al- 
tered. In the sweet eyes of Marcelle was a new world 
of thought and feeling ; and in Gavamie's countenance 
a touch of sternness, mingled with a tender power, that 
told what a lifetime had been compressed in these 
months. "It must be very pleasant to be loved like 
that!** was Veronique's thought, as she saw the look 
with which he was regarding Marcelle. 

They were nearing the worst part of the ascent, where 
the ledge was so narrow that only a foot-traveller could 
creep along it Mme. de Lestrelle and Marcelle there- 
fore dismounted ; Le Choucas, who had secured other 
mules lower down, turned these loose, with the certain- 
ty that they would find their way home ; the travellers 
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cautiously made their way along the dizzy ledge. A rope 
had been fastened round the women, the ends of which 
were held by Le Choucas and Qavamie, who had a 
mutual respect for each other's sureness of foot and 
head. The scene was awful in its silent grandeur and 
desolation. The mountain walls rose so high that light 
seemed almost excluded from this rift, made perhaps in 
bygone ages by the stream, which rushed so far below 
that no murmur of its waters reached them. There 
was not a bush, or a bird, or a sign of life : man 
seemed to have no right to be there ; no power to exist 
in such a place ; where, whatever the world was created 
for, it was not for him. Some such feelings were in the 
minds of all the party, except perhaps Le Choucas, who 
had traversed it too often to feel dwarfed and oppressed 
by the solitude and awe of this secret place amid the 
mountains ; but even he had not his usual unconcern, 
for he was anxious about his charge. 

Thus they journeyed on, in an excited silence, until 
they reached an angle round which the way passed. 
Here the ledge widened so that two could stadd abreast. 
Those behind heard an exclamation of joy from Mme. 
de Lestrelle as she disappeared round it : all started, 
as if there were something unnatural in hearing the 
silence broken by a human voice, and hastened after 
her, just as Le Choucas was saying, " Yes, there is Spain, 
and now we descend henceforward," and he led the way 
again, whistling with satisfaction at having surmounted 
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the chief dangers in their way. Marcelle and Gavamie 
stood side by side for a brief space, gazing downwards. 
Far below, in blue ethereal distance, lay Spain, a para- 
dise of safety, the haven where they would be, and 
looking exquisitely, indescribably lovely after the awful 
gloom of the scenery through which they had been 
travelling. Presently a chestnut tree appeared among 
the rocks as they descended, and a frail mountain cam- 
panula covered a stone with delicate verdure. In this 
wind-swept region the little blossoms throve and flour- 
ished, and brought life and colour. Q-avamie gathered 
a bell and gave it to Marcelle. 

"How pretty I Dear papa would, have liked to see 
it," she said, and placed it in the Hvre dlieures which 
she was carrying in her bosom. "Are we out of 
France?" 

" Yes, we have left France behind." 

" And all our old life. This is better," said Marcelle, 
with a shy, bright glance. 

"Is it indeed?" 

" Is it not ?" she answered with a mischievous spaile. 
"If you only knew how much better I like life now 
than when I was to be the Marquise de Si Xist I It is 
more beautiful than I had fancied." 

"In spite of all you have lost ?" 

" Because of what I have gained. But what will my 
uncle say?" she added, anxious to hide the deep feeling 
that had brought tears to her eyes by ple-yfulness. 
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" He sent you to secure your estates, and you Lave de- 
serted them, and probably lost them, for our sakes, and 

only gained " 

" A wife," answered Gavamie ; and the look which 
they exchanged was brimful of a happiness indepen- 
dent of lands and fortunes, too deep and true to fear 
time or change. The last two years had brought 
txouble, fear, loss, to both, but — 

** from all a closer interest flonrislied np, 
Tenderness tonch by tonch, and last, to these 
Love, like an Alpine harebell, hung with tears, 
B^ some cold morning glacier, frail at first, 
And feeble, all unconscious of itself . 
But such as gathered colour day by day.*' 
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I.— THE AMAZON. From the Gennan of Franz Dingelstedt 
i6mo, cloth $uso. 

** It is a story of German life in the most refined sphere thereof, and bears the 
most unguestionable marks of zuihent\cityy*'-'B0sioH Transcript. 
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*' The interest of the story is well sustained throughout the volume, and the 
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'* Catholics everywhere will read this book with a just inide, and what is fiff 
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G. P. PuTKAM & Son will publish early in 1869 

BY-WAYS OF EUROPE. 

By the author of *' Views Afoot,'* ** Home and Abroad,"* &c 



CONTENTS: 
A Familiar Letter to the Reader. The Grande Chartreuse. 

A Cruise on Lake Lagoda. The Kyif hHuser and its Legends 

Between Europe and Asia. A Week at Capri. 

Winter- Life in St Petersburg. A Trip to Iscbia. 

The Little Land of AppenxeU. The Land of Paoli. 

From Perpignan to Montserrat The Island of Maddalena. 

Balearic Days. In the Teutsbereer Forest 

Catalonian Bridle-Roads. The Suabian Alb. 

The Republic of the Pyrenees. 

In one toL lamo. (uniform with his other works)^ blue doth, f^2,»s. 



THE NEW WEST; 

Or, California in 1867 and '68. 

By CHARLES L. BRACE. 
Author of " Races of the Old Worid," " Home-Life in Germany," " Hungary in 
1851," ftc lama Cloth $i. 75. 

This work contains an account of what till lately has been a terra ineogntta to 
Americans themselves, — ^the Pacific Slope. Mr. Brace in his California journey 
has described what most travellers have omitted, the minute features of natural 
scenery and products, th& different world of ve^tation, and climate, and landscape 
which characterizes the Pacific coast. He has investigated dosely the vine-growing 
regions, and the wine-making of California ; its wonderful gardens and orchards, the 
new branch of silk-erowing just beginning, and the remancable agricultural capad- 
ties of the State. He pictures that wonder of the world, the Yosbmitb Vallsy. 
and the Giant Trees, and the Geysers. 

Sodal Life, Schools, and Education'hre also treated, and several chapters are giver 
to the Chinese in the State. Much practical advice is given to emi^ants and &r- 
mers as to where to settle in Calif6mia. Adventures among Robbers and Digger- 
Indians are the subjects of some of the chapters. 

It is a work which all Americans who desire to undostand their own onmtry, 
should! 



A MEMORIAL OF THE REV. DR. TAYLOR. 

SERMONS 

Preached in Grace Church, New York. 1846-67. By the late Rev. Thomas 
House Taylor, D.D. With a fine Photographic Portrait firom Elliott's Picture. In 
me volume/^ 8va Tinted Paper. Price, ^y.00. 

*^* This volume is printed sperially fer Subscribers and Memoers of Graca 
Church. Those desiring copies of the First Edition, which will be I ' 
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